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INTRODUCTORY VIEW 

OF 

CONTEMPORARY POETS. 



To the fair, the young, the good — to the loveis of 
poetic worth — to all who can estimate and enjoy the 
beautiful and sublime effusions of inspired intelloot— - 
wc are happy in the opportunity of oflbring a new, 
enlarged^ and chastened edition of a much - favoured 
volume. 

In presenting a selection from the most popular works 
of our modem bards — ^works, which do and i^dll exist 
as a glorious monument of the taste and genius of this 
Augustan age — works, which afford full and proud 
refutation of the oft-repeated, arrogant, and bigotted 
assertion, that, in the fair fields of Poesy, ihey^ who 
went before us, have plucked every brighter flower, 
leaving, to the humble gleaners who follow, nought but 
weeds and stubble — ^we will not pay to the judgment 
of the public so poor a compliment as to point out for 
admiration its more prominent beauties. The pride, 
however, the honest and ennobling pride we feel, in 
being of the same nation, and living in the same era, 
with those who will live hereafter — who will speak to 
future ages iu that voice, and in that language which 
shall bo heard and understood by the mind of man till 
Time shall be no more — that conscious pride will not 
suffer us to remain silent on the traits which characterise 
and distinguish the productions of our most gifted sons 
and daughters of song. 
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But, to whom^ whexi all cure either great or lich, rare 
or lovely, shall we assign ihejirst place in our splendid 
galaxy ?-^To thee — Byron — thou master of the soul — 
thou wizard of the lyre — whose strong and cunning 
hand plunges amidst the chords, and sounds the depths 
of human passion ! Thou spirit of the elements — ^thou 
child of the storm — ^what shall we say of thee? — 
What? — that thou standest on the extreme verge of 
that wide and immeasurable gnlph — ^that gnlph which 
no one has dared to ovetstep — that imp&ssable, that 
undebatable strait which lies between our '' shoal of 
time" and the proud rock, where stood — where stands 
•^where will ev^r stand— our own immortal Shakespeare ! 
Peace to thj tnanesy thou morning star p{ verse! and 
may the record of thy genius live in marble, thy errors 
be written upon sand ! 

The next place in our shining hemisphere must be 
awarded to Him, who perhaps (if he did justice to him- 
self) ought to stand first — ^to Him, who drinks at the 
living spring, the fountain-head of mspiration — Cole- 
ridge—that champion of the truth — ^tbat true lover of 
** the fiir humanities of old Religion " — He, who speaks 
to us, as with the trumpet tongue of an angel, of time^ 
and of eternity ; — He, who bears to us a message of 
glad tidings from the world of worlds, where tears will 
be wiped away, and all things be fulfilled. — No one, 
who has a mind to understand, and a heart to feel the 
beauty and the majesty, the sweetness and the comfort 
of true religion, can peruse the page of this pure and 
heavenly-gifted poet without becoming a better and a 
happier being. 

By his side must stand the Bard of Hope—- for surely 
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Religion and Hope should go hand in hand ! — Campbell ! 
-—who that has heard can ever forgot the music of thy 
golden Ijrre, which sounds a hymn of joy that can 
soothe the worst ills of life, and almost ** create a soul 
beneath the ribs of Death t*^ — who, that ever list^ed 
to the spirit-dtirring note of thy batUe-song, felt not a 
thousand hearts throb within his bosom, with the poise 
of valour and of patriotism ? 

And Thou^ who sportest in the garden of delight—- 
the bower of the Muses— cullmg sweetness from every 
flower, and, like the &bled lover of the rose, pouring 
forth a flood of harmony to entrance the ear and sub- 
jugate the heart — O, Minstrel of Erin !— 0> tender 
and graedful Moore ! — ^the voluptuous melody of tbt 
iapassioned lay, which echoes through the land— firom 
lady's bower to princely hall — when it sinks from the 
ear into the soul, brings back the years that are gone— 
the verdant mom of youth — ^ihe light of hope — the sigh, 
the FIRST fond sigh of '' Lovers Young Dream J'* 

With all the purity and much of the elevation of 
thought that characterises our favourite Coleridge, the 
Muse of Montgomery breathes a delicate, a delicious 
pensiveness which finds an echo in every heart that has 
proved — ^and where, alas ! is the heart that has not 
proved — the evanescent nature of human bliss — ^the too 
much prized, the perishable wealth of man ? But Bis 
is not the diige of grief — not the song of one who 
mourns without hope ; for, while he sweetly and sadly 
moralises on the lot of frail humanity, he cheeringly 
reminds those who weep over the bier of depart^ 
worth — who sit at the threshold of the tomb, whose 
dar^ portal has closed, and shut them out from all they 
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loved — ^that when our '* Mother Earth takes home her 
child/' it is but to ripen the immortal seed for that har- 
vest, when what has been sown in corruption shall be 
raised in incorruption — when death shall be swallowed 
up in victory. 

We must next speak of Crabbe, who, with reference " 
to the boldness — the startling boldness, and breadth — 
.with which he sketches the wilder and darker features 
of our nature, may be termed the Rembrandt of poetrj''. 
We trust, however, that we shall not be deemed invi- 
dious, if we confess that, while we pay due homage to 
that genius, that consummate skill, which can dive into 
the innermost recesses of the heart, and there discover, * 
and hold up to the light, the secret springs of human 
action, we cannot view the picture he presents to us 
without mingled feelings of sorrow and disgust. It is 
all shadow-- one broad mass of shadow — without any 
relief — without one contrasting, one redeeming ray of 
light. — lisuch were a faithful portraiture of man, we 
should blush at the consciousness of belonging to such 
a species. Yet, in justice to this true poet, though pain- 
ful dissector of gross mortality, let us add, that he can, 
when he rises from the contemplation of our baser na- 
ture, wield at will the elements of the terrible and the 
grand. This is fully shewn in his poem of Sir Eustace 
Grey, the length of which alone prevents it from enrich- 
ing our collection. That masterly delineation of the 
** last worst ill " that can befal us — that appalling pic- 
ture of the human mind in ruins — would, had he written 
not another line, establish his fame on a rock of ever- 
du ring strength. 

If the strains of Crabbe arouse the string of pain. 
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those of the poet we are about to' name awaken that of 
pleasare— of pleasure in its best, its sweetest, its holiett 
Sam ; for, who can dwell on the poetry of Barry Corn- 
wall—who can hear ihe pure yet passionate breathings 
of his lute of love— without a thrill of intense delight ? 
Bis images of Love arc afi chaste as an infant's dream 
— hts descriptions of the gentle yet mighty tyrant that 
reigns over the feeble and the strong, are such as virgin 
■eyes may read, and virgin hearts, in their first bloom 
of innocence, may remember, without one self-reproving 
blush; for it is -a love not lighted by the brightness of 
an pye*beam, or the witchery of a smile, but knidled on 
Virtue's own fair shrine — a love that is sublimated, and 
refined from every base, sensual, and selfish admixture — 
a courageous, a self-denying, and life enduring love— a 
love that will bear all things, sacrifice all things, and 
he faithful, even unto the death. 

It is with no tame feelings of exultation that wo now 
turn our attention to the female talent of our own age 
and country, — A new era has dawned upon us — a 
bright era of female cultivation — of female excellence. 
The time has gone by, when we were nauseated with 
•puling Elegies on Dead Lap-dogs^ and silly Lamenia^ 
turns on a Lover'*s Absence, In the march of mind — 
the race of greatness — Woman has not been left behind. 
She has asserted her claim — a claim that has been felt 
and acknowledged — ^to a place amongst the illustrious 
of the land, the noble and the powerful of spirit. 

At the head of these fair aspirants to fame, we be- 
hold Hemans — true child of genius and taste, of pathos 
and power ! In Her, we see and adore the rare union — 
how seldom found! — of masculine strength of thought 
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with feminine sweetness and sensibility. Pure and bright 
as the heaven whence she derives her inspiration, her 
magic page tells us of all things dear and holy ; and, 
while we read, we are tempted to regard its author as 
" the connecting link between Woman and Angel !" 

And then we have that young wbnder in the fairy 
land of enchantment, L. E. L.* whose Improviiairice, 
and Troubadour, proving the tenderness, the singleness, 
the depth of woman's love, may be said to breathe per- 
fiime, and to distil balm. They are indeed rich and 
exquisite productions. 

The names of Baillie, Opie, <&c. are names of no 
slight renown ; and, not <^ wasting their sweetness on 
the desert air,^^ but flourishing in the delightful sun* 
shine of domestic life, we know of others — of one in 
particular, whose full, deep, and glowing strains ano- 
nymously enrich our volume — who might vie with the 
proudest — ay, with Mrs. Hcmans henelf ! 

What is to be said of the numerous yet-remaining 
host of Britain's contemporary bards — of Southej, 
Wordsworth, Scott, Rogers, Croly, Sotheby, Milman, 
Hamilton, Hervey, Alaric Watts, Bird, Wiffeu, Ned^, 
<&c ? Alas ! we have room only to mention their names 
— ^but their names alone, awakening thoughts of all that 
can '' soothe, or charm, or elevate the soul," shed lostro 
upon an age the fairest, the brightest, the most glorious 
of our annals! 

* Misi Landon. 
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I. MORAL AND PATHETIC PIECES. 



INFLUENCE OF HOPE ON THE HUMAN MIND. 

Campbell, 

At summer eve, when Heaven's aerial bow 
Spans with bright arch the glittering fields below, 
Why to yon mountain turns the musing eye, 
Whose sunbright summit mingles with the sky ? 
Why do those clifis of shadowy tint appear 
More sweet than all the landscape smiling near ? — 
^18 distance lends enchantment tq the view^ 
And robes the mountain in its azure hue. 
Thus with delight we linger to survey 
The promised joys of life*s unmeasured way. 
Thus firom a&r each dim-discovered scene 
M<Me pleasing seems than all the past hath been! . ' _ 
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And every form, that Fancy can repair 
From dark oblivion, glows divinely there. 

What potent spirit guides the raptured eye * 
To pierce the shades of dim futurity ? 
Can Wisdom lend, with all her heavenly power. 
The pledge of Joy's anticipated hour ? 
Ah ! no J she darkly sees the fate of man-— ] 
Her dim horizon bounded to a span ; 
Or, if she hold an image to the view, 
'Tis Nature pictured too severely true. 
With thee, sweet Hope, resides the heavenly light 
That pours remotest rapture on the sight j 
Thine is the charm of life*s bewildered way. 
That calls each slumbering passion into play. 
Waked by thy touch, I see the sister band. 
On tiptoe watching, start at thy command. 
And fly where'er thy mandate bids them steer. 
To Pleasure's path, or Glory's bright career. 

Primeval Hope, the Aonian Muses say. 
When Man and Nature mourned their first decay. 
When every form of death and every woe 
Shot from malignant stars to earth below. 
When Murder bared her arm, and rampant War 
Yoked the red dragons of her iron car. 
When Peace and Mercy, banished from the plain» 
Sprung on the viewless winds to Heaven again — 
All, all forsook the friendless guilty mind. 
But Hope, the charmar, iingened still behind. 

Thus, while Elijah's bivning wheels prepare 
From Carmel's height tQ sweep the fields of air, 
The prophet's manUe^ ere bis flight began, 
Diopt on the wQrld-^. sacred gift to man* 
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Auspicious Hope ! in thy sweet garden grow 
Wieadis for each toil, a charm for every woe : 
Won by thek sweets^ in nature's languid hour. 
The way-worn pilgrim seeks thy summer bower ; 
Ther^ as*the wild bee murmurs on the wing. 
What peaceful dreams thy handmaid i^irits bring f 
What viewless forms th^ iBolian orgsLn play. 
And sweep the furrowed lines of anxious thought away ! 



ADDRESS TO THE OCEAN. 

Barry Cornwall. 



0, Thou, vast Ocean ! Ever sounding sea. 
Thou symbol of a drear immensity ! 
Thou thing that windest round the solid world 
like a huge animad, which, downward hurled 
From the blaek clouds, lies weltering and alone^ 
Lashing and writhing till its strength be gone. 
Thy voice is like the thunder, and thy sleep 
Is as a giant's slumber loud and deep. 
Thou speakest in the East and in the West 
At oi^ce, and on thy heavily laden breast 
Fleets come and go, and shapes that have no life 
Or motion, y^ are xiioved and met in strife. 
The earth hath nought of this ; no chance nor change 
Ruffles its surface, and no spirits dare 
Give answer to the tempest-waken air, 
But o*er its wastes the weakly tenants range 
At will, and wound its bosom as they go ; 
Ever the same, it hath no ebb, no flow; 
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But in their stated rounds the seasons come. 
And pass like visions to their viewless home, 
And come again, and vanish : the young Spring 
Looks ever bright with leaves and blossoming ; 
And Winter always winds his sullen horn. 
When the wild Autumn, with a look forlorn 
Dies in his stormy manhood ; and the skies 
Weep, and flowers sicken when the Summer flies. 
— Thou only terrible Ocean hast a power, 
A will, a voice, and in thy wrathful hour, 
When thou dost lift thy anger to the clouds, 
A fearful and magnificent beauty shrouds 
Thy broad green forehead. K thy waves be driven 
Backwards and forwards by the shifting wind, 
How quickly dost tho\\ thy great strength unbind. 
And stretch thine arms, and war at once with heaven. 

Thou trackless and immeasurable main ! 
On thee no record ever lived again 
To meet the hand that writ it : line nor lead 
Ilath ever fathomed thy profoundest deeps. 
Where haply the huge monster swells and sleeps, 
King of his watery limit, who *tis said 
Can move the mighty ocean into storm— 
Oh ! wonderful thou art, great element ; 
And fearful in thy spleeny humours bent ; 
And lovely in repose ; thy summer form 
Is beautiful, and when thy silver waves 
Make music in earth^s dark and winding caves, 
I love to wander on thy pebbled beach. 
Marking the sunlight at the evening hour. 
And hearken to the thoughts thy waters teach— 
« Eternity, Eternity, and Power." 
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HUMAN LIFE. 



Rogers, 



Thr laik has suDg his carol in the sky ; * ^ 

The bees have hummed their noontide lullaby. 
Still in the vale the village-bells ring round. 
Still in Llewellyn-hall the jests resound. 
For now the caudle-cup is circling there, 
Now, glad at heart, the gossips breathe their prayer, 
And, crowding, stop the cradle to admire 
The babe, the sleeping image of his sire. 

A few short years— ^and then these sounds shall hail 
The day again, and gladness fill the vale ; 
So soon the child a youth, the youth a man, 
Eager to run the race his fathers ran. 
Then the huge ox shall yield the broad sirloin ; 
The ale, now brewed, in floods of amber shine : 
And, basking in the chimney's ample blaze, 
'Mid many a tale told of his boyish days. 
The nurse shall cry, of all her ills beguiled, 
" 'Twas on these knees he sate so oft and smiled." 

And soon again shall music swell the breeze ; 
Soon, issuing forth, shall glitter through the trees 
Vestures of nuptial white ; and hymns be sung, 
, And violets scattered round ; and old and young, 
la every cottage-porch with garlands green. 
Stand still to gaze, and, gazing bless the scene ; 
While, her dark eyes declining by his side 
Moves in her virgin- veil the gentle bride. 

And once, alas ! nor in a distant hour. 
Another voice shall come from yonder tower ; 
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When in dim chambers long black weeds are 866% 
And weepings heard where only joy has been ; 
When by his children borne, and from his door 
Slowly departing to return no more^ 
He rests in holy earth with them that went before* ' 

And such is Human Life ; so gliding on. 
It glimmers like a meteor, and is gone ! 
Yet is the tale, brief though it be, as strange, 
As full methinks of wild and wondrous change. 
As any that the wandering tribes require^ 
Stretched in the desert round their evening-$re) 
As any sung of old in hall or bower 
To minstreUharps at midnights witching-hour I 



PORTUGUESE HTMN TO THE VIRGIN MARY. 

Leaden, 

Star of the wide and pathless sea, 

Who lovest on mariners to shine^ 
Those votive garments wet to thee 

We hang within thy holy shrine. 

When o'er us flashed the surging biine. 
Amid the warring waters tost. 

We call no other name but thine^ 

And hoped when other hope was lost. 

Ave Maris Stella ! 

Star of the vast and howling main. 

When dark and lone is all the sky. 
And mountain waves o*er ocean^s plain 

Erect their stormy heads on high ^ 
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When viigiiu for their true loves sigh. 
They railed their weeping eyes to thee ; 

The Star of Ocean heeds their cry, 
And saves the foundering hark at sea. 
Ave Maris SlfiUa ! 

Star of the daifc and slonny aea^ 

When wrecking tempests roimd us rave, 
Thy gentle virgin form we see 

Bright rising o'er the hoary wave. 

The howling storms that seem to crave 
Their victims nnk in mu»c sweet; 

The surging seas recede to pave 
The path beneath thy glistening feet. 
Ave Maris Stella ! 

Star of the desert waters wild» 

Who pitying hear*st the seaman's cry. 
The God of mercy, as a child. 

On that chaste bosom loves to lie ; 

While soft the chorus of the sky 
Their hymns of tender mercy sing, 

And angel voices name on high 
The mother of the Heavenly King. 
Ave Maris Stella ! 

Star of the deep !— -at that blest name 

The waves sleep silent round the keel. 
The tempests inld their fury tame, 

That made the deep's foundations reel ; 

The soft celestial accents steal 
So soothing through the realms of woe, 

The newly damned a respite feel 
Fiovfi torture in the depths below. 
Ave Maris Stella! 
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Star of the mild and placid sea^, 
Whom rainbow rays of mercy crown, " 

Whose name thy faithful Portugueze, 
0*er all that to the depths go down. 
With hymns of grateful transport own : 

When gathering clouds obscure their light. 
And heaven assimies an awful frown. 

The Star of Ocean glitters bright. 
Ave Maris Stella ! 

Star of the deep ! when angel lyres 

To hymn thy holy name essay. 
In vain a mortal harp aspires 

To mingle in the mighty lay ! 

Mother of God ! one living ray 
Of hope our grateful bosoms fires. 

When storms and tempests pass away. 
To join the bright immortal quires. 
Ave Maris Stella ! 



STANZAS TO THE MEMORY OF THE LATE KING. 

Mrs, Hemans, 



Oh ! what a dazzling vision by the veil 

That o'er thy spirit hung, was shut from thee, 

When sceptred chieftains thronged, with palms, to hail 

The crowning isle, th' anointed of the sea ! 
Within thy palaces the lords of earth 

Met to rejoice, — rich pageants glittered by. 
And stately revels imaged, in their mirth. 

The old magnificence of chivalry. 
They reached not thee, — amidst them, yet alone. 
Stillness and gloom begirt one dim and shadowy throne. 



I 
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.Tet there was mercy still — ^if joy no more 

Within that blasted circle might intrude. 
Earth had no grief whose footstep might pass o*er 

The silent limits of its solitude \ 
K all unheard the bridal song awoke 

Our hearts' full echoes, as it swelPd on high ; 
Alike unheard, the sullen dirge that broke 
On the glad strain with dread solemnity ! 
If the land's rose unheeded wore its bloom. 
Alike unfelt the storm, that swept it to the tomb. 

And she, who tried, tifrci%h all the stormy past. 

Severely, deeply profcd, in many an hour. 
Watched o'er thte, jirm and faithful to the last. 

Sustained, inspired, by strong affection's power ; 
If to thy soul her voice no music bore. 

If thy closed eye, and wandering spirit caught 
No light from looks, that fondly would explore 

Thy mien, for traces of responsive thought. 
Oh ! thou wert spared the pang that would have thrilled 
Thine inmost heart, when Death that anxious bosom stilled. 

Thy loved ones fell around thee — ^manhood's piime, 

Youth, with its glory, in its tulness, Age, 
All, at the gates of their eternal clime 

Lay down, and closed theirmortal pilgrimage; 
The land wore ashes for its perished flowers 

The grave's imperial harvest. Thou/ meanwhile, 
Did'st walk unconscious through thy royal towers. 

The one that wept not in the tearful isle ! 
As a tired warrior, on his battle plain. 
Breathes deep in dreams amidst the mourners and the slain. 

And who can tell what visions might be thine > 
The stream of thought, though broken, still was pure, 

B 3 
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Still o*er that wave the stars of heaven might shliH^ 
Where earthly image would no more endure ? 

Though many a step, of once familiar sound, 
jOame as a stranger^s o^er thy closing ear« 

And voices breathed forgotten tones around, 
Which that paternal heart once thrilled to hear, 

The itiind hath senses of its own, and powers 

To people boundless worlds, in its most wand^nng hours. - 

Nor might the phantoms, to thy spirit known, 

6e dark or wild creations of remorse ; 
Unstained by th6e^ the blameless ptit had thrown 

No fearful shadows o*er the &tiire*s ooune ; 
For thee no cloud, from memory's drear abyss. 

Might «hape such forms as haunt the tyrant's eye ; 
And closing up each avenue of bliss. 

Murmur their sunmions, to ** Despair and dieT' 
No ! e*en though joy depart, though reason ceas^ 
Still virtue's ruined home is redolent of peace. 

They might be with thee still—the loved, the tried. 

The fair, the lost — they might be with thee still ? 
More softly seen, in radiance purige^d 

From each dim vapour of terrestrial ill ; 
Long after earth received them, and the note 

Of the last requiem o^er their dust was poured^ 
Amassing sunbeams o'er thy soul might float. 

Those forms, from us withdrawn-*>to thee restored ! 
Spirits of holiness, in light revealed. 
To commune with a mind whose source of tears was sealed. 
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ODE TO TIME. 



Misi Temple. 



Thesb azure days are waning fiist, 
And soon the rough autumnal blast, 
Will come and strip the forest bower 
Of summer's last, last lingering flower ; 
And wintry-snows will then be seen 
Where smile yon hills of vivid green ; 
0*er the heath, and o'er the plain 
Will howl the storm, will drive the rain. — 
And thus does Time tPith rapid stride. 
Overtake our youth's meridian tide. 
O glances of proud Beauty's eye. 
How soon your liquid lustres die ! 
O graces of the virgin brow ! 

love-bom smiles ! where are you now > 
One moment since that cheek how red ! 
And now the blush of conquest fled : 
Those locks that did so richly flow, — 
Ah ! turned, turned all to snow ! 

" Relentless Time !^' the poets sing, 
'* To wither youth's voluptuous spring, 
" And from that maiden's cheek remove, 
** The rose that woke the sigh of love. !'' 
While thus they of his thefts complain, 
Ml/ 13^ shall wake another strain : 
To me he is no dreaded foe, 

1 gaze on him, and feel not woe. 
To his power I patient bend. 

And own him for my kindest friend. 
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Take the gifts that youth bestows ! 
Take, O Time I her flaunting tose. 
These I owe thee — ^these and morfe, 
'For all thy precious— precious lore : 
Twas thou that taught'st me not to weep. 
When, starting, as from troubled sleep, 
I found the dream of hope untrue. 
And bade its witcheries adieu. — 
^ Thou hast told me not to deem 

That Friendship's smiles are what they seem ; 
Hast proved how oft with gems divine 
My fancy decked a worthless shrine : 
Hast shewn my sad and weary breast, 
This world was not its home of rest— 
O truths that sages vainly preach ! 
O lore, that none but Time can teach ! 
Tis thou that art the safest test 
Of what is wisest, truest, best ; 
^Tis thou that lulPst the deadly throe 
That throbs when disappointment's blow 
Had fallen on the shrinking heart, 
And bade both hope and peace depart. 
Oh, friend sincere ! oh kindliest aid ! 
When all my brighter visions fade ; 
When vanished is that sweet romance. 
Which held up friendship to my glance. 
As the pilot that would guide 
My bark o*er life*i3 careering tide ; 
When I have seen, and wept to see. 
Affection had no boon for me -, 
To thee I tn&i my load of grief. 
And find for all a sure relief— 
The wounds of fate I cease to feel. 
What art the wounds thou cans't not heal ? 
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CLAREMONT. 

Shrrai, 



iVitm- <S^ic. 



" To-moiro«v shall the traveller come ; he that haw ue in 'my iMaaty 
ifaaH come. His eyes will search the field, but they will not find me.*' ' 



It was tlie loveliest evening of the year I 
The beaD-field*s blossom, and the poefs flower — 
The rose of Yemen — mingled perfumes rich ; 
The distant low of cattle, on the gale. 
Breathed soft and mdlow ; and the song — 
The latest song of eve-^was faintly heard. 
Within the gorgeous chambers of the west, 
I saw, in light subdued, the Lord of day. 
Then verging to repose. I marked his slow 
Descent I A moment more, and all his rays. 
In all their splendour, sank beneath the wave ! 
Yet shone the sky with many a glowing tint 
Of gold and purple, glorious to the eye. 
In promise fertile of the morrow's dawn. 
Twas beautiful ! *Twas soothing to the soul 
Of contemplation ! Long I gazing mused. 
And, all unconscious of th' approach of night. 
Adored the God of Nature in his works. 

The moon had risen, and, with milder beam. 
Illumed the arch of heaven. Her tender light 
Diffused a soft and balmy spell around : — 
All nature slept in loveliness and peace. 
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Spirit of beauty ! — ^how thy subtle essence 
Stole o*er the tranquil heart and willing mind ? 
How bright, yet how serene, the firmament ! 
See how those worlds of hght pursue their course 
In trackless radiance, through the vast expanse ! 
What speaking silence ! what mute harmony ! 
To sooth, to charm^ to elevate the soul ! 

Night*s orison I paid, and sank to rest. 
Sweet were my dreams, for sweet the waking hour. 
And sweet the gentle close of day had been. 
Rose to my view, in Fancy's fairy round, 
Claremont, thy woods and groves, thy hills and vales. 
Thy bright parterres, thy ever-verdant lawns ! 
Thy stately mansion with its rich, demesne. 
The seat of royal worth and wedded love-— 
Of Britain*^ pride^ and Britain's -fondest hope-^ 
Stood Aill before mine eye. Twas Nature*s featt 
Of mirth, and love, and warm delight— 4he Springs— 
When health and music float on er'ry gale ; 
When all is fresh and joyous to the sense ;— 
When circulates the blood in fuller streams; 
When youthful being owns a livelier thrill ! — 
Blithe was the note that burst from every spray ! 
Blithe the response from each fond warbler thera! 
The deer, wild bounding, frolicked o''& the plain ; 
The horse, loud neighing, snuffed the chart»ed bieeze. 

Joyed not the lovely mistress of the scene. 
As with her lord she sped the morning walk. 
And saw that all was blest beneath her care ? 
Joyed not that favoured youth, as on his arm 
His sonl^s delight in wedded rapture hung ? 
O yes ! their full eyes raised to Heaven declared 
The heart's proud wealt h ■ a ffection^s purest glow! 
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Honoured in age, a venerable Oak, 
The forest's stately King» rear'd high his head. 
And widely spread his noble branches round. 
A thousand sunnners might have thrown their beams, 
A thousand winters might have shed their snows^ 
On his unbending strength ; but firm he stood* 
As though unnumbered ages yet might roll. 
And leave him still rejoicing in his pride ! — 
Beneath this ancient tree^ in sweet repose— 
The heart's loved converse — sat the royal pair» 
And hailed and blessed its dear monarchal shade f 

Swift, as in dreams full oft, the scene was changed ; 
Summer's o*erpowering splendour blazed around ; 
The sun's fierce influence checked the song of love ; 
And nature flagg'd beneath the sultry ray. 
But ctill, dear Claremont ! still thy groves were green ; 
And still the princdy dwellers fondly roved 
Amid thy cool retreats. Thy lordly Oak« 
In fuller verdure clothed, of deeper hue^ 
Nature's rich painting, darker umbrage cast 

Another change ! and, lo I autumnal airs. 
And ripened fruits, and Harvest's jocund train, 
And golden foHage, mark the matron year. 
How rich the scenery glows ! But, ahl it tells 
Of chilling blasts* and winf ry hours in store ! 

Clabemont, how sweet thy vales at this mild hour ! 
How sweet beneath thy time-proud Oak to sit. 
When nature's minstrels trill the evening lay. 
And sooth, with unbought melody, the soul ! 
O, envied, honoured pair ! — ^when fancy's eye 
Dwells on the blushing image of your love s 
Sees constancy and passion hand in hand. 
Walk through Joy's^ blooming £lden--4ears of ^ief 
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Dim her sad gaze ; for, lol a vista dark 
Frowns in the distance ! Swift — ah, swift the hours — 
The white-winged hours — of hope and transport fly ! - 
A few brief years, and every full-blown joy 
That showered its treasures on the head of youth- 
Beauty and sweetness — hearts of matchless faith, 
And minds that tower in all the lofty strength 
Of true nobility — shall sink in death. 
And moulder in the darkness of the grave ! 

While moralising thus a sable cloud 
In nighfs deep gloom involved the peaceful scene, 
And silenced each gay songster of the grove. 
Pealed the electric shock upon my sense, 
And all the vision fled !— Sudden I wake, 
And hear the pelting storm — ^the howling wind— 
Raf^e through the midnight sky. Blue lightnings flash. 
And distant thunder o^er the concave vast 
KoUs on, and on, in deep and sullen peal, 
' As though the elemental strife would rend 
Earth's fabric to the centre ! Where is now 
Eye's golden promise of a radiant mom ? — 
Whelmed in the tempest ! — ^Thus, too oft, alas ! 
Perish the brightest, fairest hopes of man! 



At length the storm passed o'er : again I slept :•— 
When to my couch soft visions once more stole, 
And poured their sweetness on my raptured spirit. 
Again, O Claremont ! I beheld thy groves. 
That rich in Autumn's foliage, charmed the sight ; 
And there beneath that honoured Oak were seen, 
Each loving and beloved, the gentle pair. 
Her head reclining on her lover's breast. 
In all the luxury of wedded bliss, 
And all the tender trust fond Woman feels. 
When clasped by the protecting arms of Him 
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** She singled from the fFbrld'^ — methought the looked. 
Amid the taintless lustre of her charms, 

Like Virtue^s flower — ^pure child of heavenily birth 

That Time can neither tarnish nor destroy ! 

Rapid as thought^s transition, burst again 
The freshly gathered storm ! Fierce lightnings glared — 
And thunder pealed its dtead artillery ! 
The fiend of desolation roamed abroad— 
The night-bird screamed — the boding raven croaked — 
And nature, shuddering, in convulsion writhed ! 

Sheltered that ancient oak the princely pair ? 
Ah, no f^-I saw them flee ! One lurid flash 
Disclosed the dire event ! Heaven^s fiercest bolt 
Had struck the dear beloved one to the earth. 
And all that erst was geiTrous, kind, and good» 
And all that erst was lovely, breathed no more I 

O, vast calamity ! Unmeasured woe!-* 
A father's joy, in all its pride is crusb'd f 
A husband's hopes are withered in their bloom ! 
A nation's glory blasted by the shock 1 
Claremont ! thy walls resound the wail of grief — 
Hark to wild Horror's cry ! — again — again — 
A shriek of agony-— and all is mute ! 

Another flash ! — ^I see that lordly Oak : 
The bolt of Heaven hath reft its fairest limb. 
And hurled the beauteous ruin o^er the plain. 
His trunk, alone, of all his pride remains. 
Branchless and bare, and shattered to the stem. 

How lonely, drear, and desolate the scene, 
Whero, brightly smiling, in, her kindest mood. 
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Nature, but now, a paradise diaclosed ? 
I gazed upon the venerable tree, 
That seemed^ ao late, to scorn the lapse of time: 
I think upon that dear one, cold in death r 
And, sick at heart, I feel as though the world. 
With all its pomp— with all its joys and smiles- 
Could never charm again!**** 



ON DISCRETION OF CHARACTER. 

Cradbe. 



'Tis right, Uis just, to feel contempt for vice ; 
But he that shews it may be over-nice. 
There are who feel, whsi young, the fidse sublime. 
And proudly love to shew disdain for crime: 
To whom the future will new thoughts supply. 
The pride will soften, and the scorn will die ; 
Nay, where they still the vice itself condemn. 
They bear the vicious, and consort with them. 
Young Captain Grove, when one had changed his side, 
Despised the venal turn-coat, and defied; 
Old Colonel Grove now shakes him by the hand. 
Though he who bribes may still his vote command. 
Why would not Ellen to Belinda speak. 
When she had flown to London for a week. 
And then returned, to every friend's surprize. 
With twice the spirit, and with half the size ? 
She spoke not then— but, after years had flown, 
A better friend had Ellen never known. 
Was it the lady her mistake had seen ? 
Or had she also sueh a journey been ? 
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No ; 'twas the gradual change in human heartt* 
That time, in commerce with the world, imparts ; 
That on the roughest temper throws du^gnise. 
And steals £pom virtue her asperitiei. 
The young and ardent, who, with glowing zeal. 
Felt wmth for trifle^ and were proud to feel. 
Now find those trifles all the mind engage,- 
To sooth dull hours, and cheat the cares of age. 



LINES ENGRAVED ON THE SILVER FOOT OF 
A SKULL, MOUNTED AS A CUP FOR WINE. 

Ij>rd Bjfron, 



Start not — ^nor deem my spirit fled. 

In me behold the (mly skull 
From which (unlike a living head) 

Whatever flows is never dull. 

I lived— I loyedp— I qua£M like thee-«- 
I died-— let earth my bones resign : 

Fill up—thou can^st not injure me. 
The worm hath fouler lips tiian thine. 

6f tier to hold the sparkling grape. 
Than nurse the earth-worm's slimy brood. 

And circle in the goblet's shape 
The drink of Gods, than reptiles' food. 

Where once my wit perchance hath shone 

In aid of others let me shine. 
And when, alas I our brains are gone. 

What nobkr substitute than wine? 
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I 



Quaff whilst thou can'st !— another race. 
When thou and thine like me are sped, 

May rescue thee from earth's embrace. 
And rhyme and revel with the dead. 

Why not? — since through life's little day 
Our heads such sad effects produce. 

Redeemed from worms and wasting clay, 
This chance is Iheir's — to be of use. 



REFLECTIONS ON HAVING LEFT A PLACE OF 

RETIREMENT. 

Coleridge. 



Low was our pretty Cot : our tallest rose 
Peeped at the chamber window. We could hear 
At silent noon, and eve, and early morn. 
The Sea*s faint murmur. In the open air 
Our myrtles blossomed, and across the porch 
Thick jasmins twined : the little landscape round 
Was green and woody, and refreshed the eye. 
It was a spot which you might aptly call 
The Valley of Seclusion ! Once I saw 
( Hallowing the Sabbath-day by quietness; 
A wealthy son of commerce saunter by, 
Bristowa's citizen: methought it calmed 
His thirst of gold, and made him muse 
With wiser feelings: for he paused, and looked 
With a pleased sadness, and gazed all around. 
Then eyed our Cottage, and gazed round again, 
And sighed and said, it was a Blessed Place. ^ 
And we were blessed. Oft with a patient ear 
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* 

Long-listening to the viewless sky-lark's note 

^Viewless, or haply for a moment seen 

Gleaming on sanny wing) in whispered tones » 

I've said to my beloved, " Such, sweet girl I 

*' The unobtrusive song of Happiness, 

** Unearthly minstrelsy 1 then only heard 

'^ When the soul seeks to hear ; when all is hushM, 

« And the Heart listens r 

But the time, when first 
From that lone dell, steep up the stony mount 
I climb'd with perilous toil, and reach'd the top. 
Oh ! what a goodly scene ! Here the bleak mount. 
The bare bleak mountain speckled thin with^heep. 
Grey clouds, that shadowing spot the sunny fields ; 
And river, now with bushy rocks o'erbrow'd. 
Now winding bright and full, with nake^ banks; ' 
And seats and lawns, the abbey, and the wood. 
And cots, and hamlets, and faint city spire. 
The channel there, the islands and white sails. 
Dim coasts, and cloud-like hills, and shoreless ocean — 
It seem'd Uke Omnipresence ! God, methought. 
Had built him there a temple : the whole world 
Seemed imac^d in its vast circumference. 
No wish profan'd my overwhelmed heart. 
Blest hour ! It was a Luxury,— to be ! 

Ah ! quiet dell ! dear cot ! and mount sublime ! 
I wan constrain'd to quit you. Was it right. 
While my unnumber'd brethren toil'd and bled. 
That 1 should dream away th* entrusted hours 
On rose-leaf beds, pampering the coward heart 
With feelings all too delicate for use ? 
Sweet is the tear that from some Howard*s eye 
Drops on the cheek of one, he lifts from earth : 
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And he, that works me good with unmoved face. 

Does it but half : he chills me while he aids» 

My benefactor, not my brother man f 

Yet even this cold beneficence 

Seizes my praise when I reflect on those 

The sluggard Pity^s vision- wenving tribe 

Who sigh for wretchedness, yet shuns the winched. 

Nursing in some delicious solitude 

Their slothful loves and dainty sympathies ! 

I tiimefore go, and join head, heart, and hand. 

Active and firm, to fight the bloodless fight 

Of science, freedom, and the truth in CShrist. 

Yet oft when after honorable toil 
Rests the tirM mind, and waking loves to dream. 
My spirit shall revisit thee, dear Cot ! 
Thy jasmin and thy window-peeping rose 
And myrtles fearless of the mild sea-air. 
And I shall sigh fond widies — sweet abode ! 
Ah ! had none greater I and that all had suph ! 
It might be so— but the time is not yet*— 
Speed it, O Father ! Let thy kingdom come f 



TO A TUFT OF EARLY VIOLETS. 

Gifford. 

— # — 

Sweet Flowers ! that from your humble beds 

Thus prematurely dare to rise, • 
And trust your unprotected heads 

To cold Aquarius^ wafry skies ; 
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Retires Retire j these tepid an 

Are not the genial brood of May; 
That sun with light malignant glares. 

And flatters only to befaray. 

Stem winter's reign is not yet past— 
Lo ! while your buds prepare to blow. 

On icy pinions comes the blast. 
And nips your root, and lays you low. 

AJas ! for such ungentle doomf 

But I will shidd you ; and supply 
A kindlier soil on which to bloom, 

A nobler bed on which to die. 

Come, then — ere yet the morning ray 
Has drunk the dew that gems your crest, 

And drawn your balmiest sweets away ; 
O come, and grace my Anna*s breast. 

Ye droop, foud flowers ! But did ye know 
What worth, what goodness there reside, 

Your cups with liveliest tints would glow. 
And spread their leaves with conscious pride. 

For there has liberal Nature join'd 

Her riches to the stores of art ; 
And added, to the vigorous mind. 

The soft, the sympafliizing heart- 
Come, then— ere yet the morning ray 

Has drunk the dew that gems your crest. 
And drawn your balmiest sweets away ; 

O con^ and grace my Anna*a breast. 
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O ! I should think, that fragrant bed 
Might I but hope with you to share, — 

Years of anxiety repaid 

By one short hour of transport there ! 

More blest than me, thus shall ye live 
Your little day ; and when ye die, 

Sweet flowers! the grateful muse shall give 
A verse ; the sorrowing maid, a sigh. 

While I, alas ! no distant date. 
Mix with the dust from whence I came, 

Without a friend to weep my fate. 
Without a stone to tell my name. 



WRITTEN TWO YEARS AFTER THE PRECEDINQ 

Gifford 

I wish I was where Anna lies, 

For I am sick of lingering here ; 
And every hour, affection cries, 

Go and partake her humble bier. 

I wish I could ! for when she died 

1 lost my all ; and life has proved 
Since that sad hour, a dreary void, 

A waste unlovely, and unloved. 

But who, when I am turn'd to clay. 

Shall duly to her grave repair. 
And pluck the ragged moss away. 

And weeds that have ** no busineu there ?'* 
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Aad who with pious hand shall bring 
The flowers she cherished, snow-drops cold. 

And violets that unheeded spring. 
To scatter o^er her hallowed mould? 

And who, while memory loves to dwdl 

Upon her name for ever dear. 
Shall feel his heart with passion swells 

And pour the bitter, bitter tear ? 

I did it ; and would fate allow 

Should visit stiH, should still deplore,— 

But health and strength have left me now, 
And I, alas ! can weep no more. 

Take then, sweet maid I this simple strain. 

The last I offer at thy shrine ; 
Thy grave must then undeck*d remain, 

And all thy memory fade with mine. 

And can thy soft persuasive look. 
Thy voice that might with music vie. 

Thy air, that every gazer took, 
Thy matchlesss eloquence of eye ; 

Thy ^irits, frolicksome as good. 

Thy courage by no ills dlsmayM, 
Thy patience by no wrongs ^bdued. 

Thy gay good humour— can they fade f 
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COl^TEMPLA^IONS ON THE OCEAN. 



There is a pleasure in- the, pathless woods. 
There is a rapture on the lonely ^iore» 
There is society, where; none intrudes. 
By the deep Sea, and music in its roar : 
I love not man the less, but Nature more. 
From ^ese our interviews, in which I steal 
From all I may be, or have be^i before. 
To mingle wi& the Universe, and feel 
What I can ne*er express, yet cannot all conceal. 

Roll on, thou deep and dark blue ocean»M«4:oll f 
Ten thousand rfleets swe^p over thee in vain; 
Man marks the- earth with ruin-^s control 
Stops with the shore ; upon the watery plain' 
The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain 
A shadow of man*s ravage, save his own, 
When, for a moment, like a drop of rain. 
He sinks iota thy depths with bubbling- groan. 
Without a grave, unknelFd, uDcoffin*d, and unknown. 

Thou glorious mirror, where the Almighty^s form 
Glasses itself in tempests ; in all time, 
Galmor convuls*d — ^in breeze, or gale, or storm. 
Icing the pole, or in the torrid clime 
Dark heaving ; — ^boundless, endless, and sublime — 
The image of Eternity — ^the throne 
Of the Invisible ; even from out thy slime 
- The monsters of the deep are made ; each zone 
Obeys thee : thou goest forth, dread, fathomless, aloiie« 
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TOE FBOGRES8 OF LIFfi. v 



1 

I die^uned — ^I. saw a Utde rosy child. 

With flasen ringlets in a gafden pbying ; 

Now sto ;)ping here» and then afeur off stx^ying 
As flower or butterfly bis feet belled. 

Twas changed. One summer's day 1 8tq>pad 
To let him pass ; his fduoe had manhood*s s^ming^ 
And that full eye of blue was fondly beaming 

On a &ir maiden whom he called *< hts Bride !** 
Once more ; *twas autumn, and the cheerful Are 

I saw a group of youthful forms surrounding, 

The room with harmless pleasantry resounding, 
And in the midst I marked the smiling Sire. 

The heavens were clouded! — and I heard the tone 

Of 'a slow moving bell— 4he white haired man was gone ! 



JEIBMORSE, ANDTflS CONSEQUENCES OF A CONTI^VDED 

COURSE OF PROFLI6ACT. 

Cradde, 



Himself he scom^d^nor could his crime foigivey 
He4i^r*4.to die, y^t felt asham*d to live : 
Griev*d,. biitnot contrite was Jhis heart j oj^reas'd. 
Not broken ; not converted, butdistressM : 

Proud .mipds and guilty^ whom their orimesiOpiaeas, 
Fly to new crimes for comfort and redress ; 
So found our falbn. youth a. short relief 
In wine^ the 6piate guilt applies to grief; 

c 2 
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From fleeting mirth that o'er the bottle lives. 
From the fake joy its inspiration gives ; 
And from associates pleas'd to find a friend. 
With powers to lead them, ghdden and defend^ 
Li all those scenes where transient ease is found, 
For minds whom sins oppress, and sorrows woundV. 

Of joy now eager, as before of fame. 
And screened by folly when assailM by shaipe. 
Deeply he sank, obeyM each passion*s call. 
And used his reason to defend them all. 

Shall I proceed, and step by step relate 
The odious progress of a sinner*s fate ? 
No— let me rather hasten to the time 
(Sure to arrive) when misery waits on crime. 

With virtue prudence fled ; what Shore possessed 
Was sold, was spent, and he was now distress2d ; 
And want, unwelcome stranger, pale and wan. 
Met with her haggard looks the hurried man : 
His pride felt keenly what he must expect 
From useless pity and from cold neglect. 

Struck by new terrors from his friends he fled. 
And wept his woes upon a restless bed ; 
Retiring late, at early hour to rise. 
With shrunken features, and with bloodshot eyes j 
If sleep one moment closM the dismal view. 
Fancy her terrors built upon the true ; 
And night and day had their alternate woes. 
That baffled pleasure and that mock'd repose ; 
Till to despair and anguish was consigned. 
The wr^k and ruin of a noble. mind. 
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Now seized for debt, and Iodg*d within a jaiU 
He tried his friendships, and he found them fail^ 
Then failM hiit spirits, anrl hi« thoughts wp.re all 
Fix'd on his sins, his sufferings, and his &11 : 
His ruffled mind was pictured in his face. 
Once the fair seat of dignity and grace: 
QieaX was thf daqger of a man so prone 
To think (pf madnejBS,; and to think alone; 
Yet pride still Hv'd, and struggled to sustain 
The drooping spirit, and the roving brain ; 
But this too fedlM : a friend his freedom gave, 
And sent him help the threatening world to brave; 
Gave solid counsel what to seek or flee. 
But still would stranger to his person be: 
In vain ! the truth determined to explore, 
He traced th^ firiend whom he had wronged before. 

' This was too much ; both aided and advis*d 

By one who shunn'd him, pitied and despis'd ; 

He bore it not; 'twas a deciding stroke. 

And on his reason like a torrent brdce^ 

In dreadful stillness he appeared awhile 
' With vacant'horror, and a ghasjly smile ; 
- Then rose at once into the frantic rage. 

That force controlPd not, nor could love assuage. 



Then as its wrath subsided by degrees, 
The mind sank slowly to infantine ease ; 
To playful folly, and to causeless joy. 
Speech without aim, and without end, employ ; 
He drew fantastic figures on the wall. 
And gave some wild relation of them all ; 
With brutal shape he join'd the human face. 
And idiot smiles approved the motley race. 



That gentle maid, whom oBce^the youlk h&d'fcy'dy 
Is now with mild reUgious pity mov*d i 
Kindly ftl»6 chides hisf b6y»h fiiglMMs ^'^^^^ h» 
Will for a moment fixed and pensii^ be $ ^ 
And as she tfembling speaks^ his livdy eye^ 
E3{plore her k^okb, he listens^ to her s%hs $ 
Charm*d by her voiee, th* harmodious soonds iiftrade 
His clouded mlnd,«ffid for a^ time persoade : 
IAa a pleased ibfim^ who has newly eaiight - 
From the ttiaternal glafioe ac gleam of tKoi^t ; 
fie stands enrapt^ the hai^4nk>w]i voiee id hetoV 
And mnM, half coitsCJioui^ at the ftiffing>iieitr. 

Rarely torn towiii tior then mwaiibh^d' he geea^ 
In darker mood, as if to hide his woes';' 
Rttuming soon, he with- impatiettoe-fleeft^ 
His youthful friends^ and shouts, and sings, and spea&s ^ 
Speslis a wild speech? with adtion all as wilc^ 
The children*8 leader, andt himself s child; 
He spins their< top, or^ at their bidding, bendv^ 
' His back, while o^er it leap his lau^^ig friends ;. 
. Simpleand weak,^heaet8 theboyoneismoi^ 
And heedfeis^childr&ft call him i»r% iSAmii 




THE BUTTEBFLY'S BIRTHDAt. 



Rouoe 



■ 4i imQ til 



The shades of nigftt at dntance ffed, 
The air was calitf, the wind was still ^ 

And slbwthe slanting' sun-beam spread 
O^ weod and lawn, o^isr heath and hiUi. 
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TI|atbi»9'lflMb||tii«boCfMmi||gideg^ 

And from t^e BlMk^i(d)^iiMAk>iHf)t)^^ 
Was ppMwi flo <loPS>ctiMl)k^4(K viwil* 



When^lmlnif «wt|i t^ilifo and li^M 

Th§^m9im of d^ighted; ISfo]^. 
Tt^Snt^erfly, on, puii<tfMi>ngfait». 

UllCQIMeiOlltrOfa mO0|9*8.QWQ9, 

No i^ftiU.w^tol)adQlew «hf laiQw ; 
Bat 9ft thi^ l9li ihc/Tffij9Al, air* 
At onoQ tofiiU peitetion gnew^ 

Her sI^Ddv forn^ etiiereal li^t». 

With aU ibe mn}xm*aiCoiQ\m bviglb^. 
.^1^ dvopt witk ipo^ of bvrnlMw^ gold. 

Treml#U|ig ^itb joy, awhile sbot stoodi, 
And f(^ th^ sun's enliyeiang n^« 

Drank frpn^ the breeze the vital flood. 
And wondered at her plunuge gay. 

AiOd balanced oft her l^oidered wong^ 
Thioi^h fields of ^ pre|)ared to^ sail ; 

Then on hep; Yent'rous joum^ springs^ 
Aftd flfiiLtf' along th» vera^ gale» 
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Go ! child of pleasure^ tange the fields. 
Share all the joys that Spring can give ; 

Partskke what bounteous SumIne^yieldSy 
And live^ while yet ^tis time to live. 

Go, sip th6 rose*s fragrant deWy 
The lily's hony'd cup explore j 

From flower to flower, the search renew. 
And rifle all the woodbine's store. 

And let nie trace thy vagrant flighty 
Thy moments, too, of short repose ; 

And mark thee then, with fresh delight. 
Thy golden pinions ope and close. 

But hark I while thus I musing stand. 
Swells on the gale an aijy note. 

And, breathing from a viewless band. 
Softy silvery tones around me float. 

They cease ^ but still a voice I hear, 
A whispered voice of hope and joy ; 

" Thy feted hour approaches near, 
** Prepare thee, Mortal ! thou must die ! 

« 

" Yet start not— on thy closing eyes, 
Another day shall still unfold^ 
A sun of brighter radiance rise, 
A happier age of joys untold. 






" Shall the poor worm, that shocks thy sight, 
** The humblest form in Nature's train. 

" Thus rise apain to life and light, , 
" And yet the emblem teach in vain? 
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*^ Ahf where were once her golden eye% 
** Her beauteuus wings of purple pride ; 

** Concealed beneadi a rude disguise* 
*"* A shapeless mass, to earth allied* 

** Like thee this happy reptile lived, 
** like thee he toiled, like thee he spun ; 

^ Like thine his dosing hour arrived, 
** His labour ceased, his web was done; 

f* And shalt thou, numbered with the dead, 

** No happier state of being know f 
** And shaU no future morrow shed 

*' On thee a beam of brighter glow ^ 



4t 



•4* 



Is this the bound of power divine, 
*^ To animate an insect frame ? 
Or may not he who moulded thine 
'* Relume at will the vital flame? 



^ Go, Mortal ! in thy reptile state, 
'* Enough to know to thee is given ; 

** Go, and the joyful truth relate, 
^ Frail child of earth, high heir of heaven !*' 



AND THOU ART DEAD. { 



And thou art dead, as young and fair 

As aught of mortal birth ; 
And form su soft, and charms so rare. 

Too soon returned to Earth ! 

c 3 



TliMigk Baith ndeiy*d ibem. ia her bed, 
JMI o^er the 8f>ot tiie crowd may tNod 

la carekflBDess or Mirtiiy 
Theref is an eye that cooid not brook 
A moment on that grave to lock, 

1 will not atk inhere thou liest low» 

Nor gaze upon the spot ;. 
There £k>wen or we^ at will inay |^ow. 

So I behold them not: 
H is enougffa for me to prove 
_ That what J knr'd, aiul long muUi lo^^ 

Like common earth can rot ) 
To me (here needs no stone to kll» 
Tiis nothing that I lovM so weU. 

Yet did I love thee to the last 

Aft fervently as thou,' 
Who didst not change through! all the pasf,; 

And canst not alter now. 
The love where Death has iet hn seal, 
Nor age can^ chill, nor rival steal. 

Nor falsehood disavow ; 
A&dy what were worse, thom eimit not see 
Or wrong, or change, or fault in me. 

The better days of life were ours ; 

The woiaft can be but mine ; ^ 

^ The sun thai cheers, the storm that lours. 

Shall never more be thine. 
The silence of that dreamless sleep 
I envy now too much to w^p ; 

Nor need 1 to repine 
That all those charms have pass'd a,way, 
1 might hiive watch'd through bhg decay. 



X 



mumJb miwbwmam^ mnwu M 



The flc^ec lA nfMiM Umr. liMwMVi^ 

Though by no hand upto^ nmtohM^ 

The leMNft nnnit drop nnva^f : 
And yet it wemi • goQit^ 9Pef 
To watch it withering leaf by leaf. 

Than see it p1uck*d to-day ; 
Since earthly eye but ill can beat 
To trace the change to foul from fair. 

I know net if I could havo^hane ^ 

To see thy beauties fade ; 
The night that foUowM such a mom 

Had worn a deeper shade. 
Thy day without a cloud hath past, 
And thou wert lovely to the last ; 

Extinguished, not decayed ; 
As stars that shoot along the sky 
Shine brightest as they fall from high« 



As once I wept, if I could weep. 

My tears might well be shed. 

To think I was not near to keep 

One^yigil o'er thy bed ; 
To gase (how fbndly I) on thy face^ 
To hold thee in a faint embrace, 

Uphtfld^y drooping head ; 
And shew that love, however vain, 
Nor thou nor I can feel a^in. 

Vet how much less it were to gain. 
Though thou hast left me free, 

iThe lovdiest things that still remain. 
Than tbu9 remen^ber tbe^ * 
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The all of thine that cannot die, ^ 
Thiough dark and dread eternity^ 

Returns again to me 3 
And more thy buried love endears 
Than aught,^ except its living years. ' 



LINES WRITTEN IN A STORM AT SEi^. 

Moore. 



That sky of clouds is not the sky 
To light a lover to the pillow 

Of her he loves — 
The swell of yonder foaming billow 
Resembles not the happy sigh 

That rapture mov^. 

Yet do lieel more tranquil far 
Amidst the gloomy wilds of ocean. 

In this dark hour. 
Than when, m transport's young emotion^ 
I*ve stolei^ beneath the evening star. 

To Julia*s bower. 

Oh ! there's a holy calm profound 
In awe like this, that ne'er was given 

To rapture's thrill ; 
•Tis as a solemn voice from heaven, 
And the soul, listening to the sounds 

Lies mute and still ! 



%v 
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^Tis true, it talks of danger nigli. 

Of slumbering with the dead to*morrow. 

In the cold deep» 
Where pleasure*8 throb or tears of sorrow 
No more shall wake the heart or eye, 

But all must sleep ! 
« 
Well ! there are some, thou stormy bed. 
To whom thy sleep would be a treasure ; 

Ohf mosttohim. 
Whose lip hath drained life's cup of pleascve. 
Nor left one honey drop to shed 

Round misery's brim. 

* 

Yesr^he can smile serene at death ; 

Kind heaven ! do thou but chase the weeping 

Of friends who love him, 
TeU them that he lies calmly sleeping. 
Where sorrow's sting or envy*s breath 

No more shall move him. 



THE FIELD OF WATERLOO : DIRGE. 



They sleep in the bosom of earth — 
All their high-breathing raptures are o*er ; 

Their proud glory, their valour, their worth. 
In life's pilgrimage now are no more! 

They sleep^and the strife of the field, 
And the clangour of arms in its rage. 

With the sword, and the helmet, and shield, 
Their free spirits no longer engage. 
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They s1eq>--^--from tiieir ^hJOurUak*' ^, 
Where they sought in aleni yep|;eaDoe ttiolr foe^ 

Where they moeked l&e fiarce havoc of war» 
There Ihey find their la3t earlUy repoie. 

They sleep the sweet sleep of the brave ! 

O^er their sod the fresh laurel shall bloom -y 
And the o]ff ress shall raoum^)^ waj^o, . 

As iht ni^-vind sweeps ev«c theic torali. 

They aleefv-^-but their mes^ory Uvea ; 

They are dead-^xitthe voice of thHr Ume 
Through tha world immortaltty gives. 

And for ever shall hallow their name ! 



^>'^^>— ^»^«^»» 1 1 » »i I ■ 



THR MARINER'S miEAM. 



Downcyi 



But can the waiidermg saUor Measure find. 
Who leaves the sweets of wedded love behind ? 
Tis midnight deep, ^tis calm, *tis gloom around, 
A siltnt horror stills the vast profound ; 
Though day's bright orb beneath the wave retires^ 
The sultry night still glows with sickly fires. 
He treads the deck, immersed in anxious cares, 
In climes remote forbodes the lapse of years. 
The watch is outj no cooling; draught supplied« 
Sad, from th* untasted fare he turns aside. 
Yet, here, shall Memory o'er his temples fling 
The balmy dew drops, from her seraph wing ; — • 
Who strikes the lyre ? He hears in thought agaiu 
The well known voice^ and soft, enchanting strain^ 



I 



Tis faer he k>v68^I With whal aereBO deliglft 

Her image gilds the cheeirlett nooa of night ! 

In contemplation sweet, *tis his to trace 

Bach look, each step, each sonl-pervading giacc^ 

That, first heheld in life*s endearing primej» 

Still gently dances down the stream of time ^ 

Still the warm sigh he feek, still hears the vow 

Of all that chaste affection dared allow^ 

And dwells on scenes endeared of love and trutb. 

In the fond glow of renovated youth. — 

Thus he, while near his humbler shipmate \ka^ 

In sweetest sleep already closed his eyes, 

The meed of £iithfiil toil: his peaceful rest 

No vain regrets annoy^ no cares molest > 

But, ever near to guiltless slumbers found. 

The friendly white wiged genii flit anmnd, 

And o^er his pendent couch, in visions' b^isb^ 

Unfold the soothing scenes of past delimit. 

His ventures lucky and his voyage o'er. 

First of the naval train he spring» to shore ^ 

Awhile the cares of restless Ocean yields 

For tranquil hamlet and sequestered fields ; 

Far from the public road, diverging, treads 

The footpath o'er the hill that homeward leads ; 

While melting Bkusic wfeikes from eviery spiay. 

To the mild glories of declining day ; 

Then, winding slowly up, the summit gains^ 

And looks complacent o'er the well-known plains. 

His native village stretching wide beneath, 

Its deep blue smoke, condensed by Autumn's breath ; 

The grey spire, breaking from the yew's dark shade. 

The mill stream glittering through the woodland glade; 

Each cherished object &ncy loves to trace, 

Calb like a iriend«— he hies with quickened pace ^ 
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The spire, (he mill, the brook, the mead, the groves, 

All seem dependant on the home he loves. 

Yet, by the aged oak, whose branches spread / 

Athwart his path impenetrable shades 

Whose acorns, sown long since in infant play. 

Now saplings wave, with lighter foliage gay, 

And shade the cot, where, *mid surrounding dells. 

Counting the hcnirs, his blameless consort dwells, 

A moment rests, essaying to controul 

The fond emotions that pervade his soul, 

While, from the porch, which fragmnt briars inclose. 

Where pyracanthus, twined with jasmine, glows. 

The sweets that bloom around his home he hails. 

And feels attraction wafted in the gales; 

Then views, the fence on tiptoe peeping o'er, 

A cherub group^ that cull th* autumnal s^re : ' 

Watching their tasks, the partner of his breast. 

Her lovely cheek with pensive smile imprest," 

Yet warmly beaming, /*mid the setting blaze. 

The flush of love upon his raptured gaze. 



PORTRAIT OF DEATH. 



Lord Byr 



He who hath bent him o^er the dead. 
Ere the first day of death is fled ^ 
The first dark day of nothingness. 
The last of danger and distress ; 
(Before Decay's efl^ing fingers 
Have swept the line where beauty lingers,) 
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And marked the mild angelic air — 

The rapture of repose that's there :•— 

The fix'dy yet tender traits that streak 

The languor of the placid cheek. 

And hut for that sad shrouded eye. 

That' fires not— wins not — sweeps not—- now. 

And but for that chill, changeless brow. 

Whose touch thrills with mortality. 

And curdles to the gazer^s hearty 

As if to him it would impart 

The doom he dreads, yet dwells upon ^ — 

Yes, but for these, and these alone. 

Some moments— aye— one treacherous hour. 

He still might doubt the tyrant^s power. 

So fair — so calm — so softly sealed 

The first— last look— by death revealed! 



AUTUMN. 



Southey. 



Nay, William, nay, not so ; the changeful year 

2n all its due successions to my sight 

Presents but varied beauties, transient all. 

All in their season good. These fading leaves 

That with their rich variety of hues 

Blake yonder forest in the slanting sun 

So beautiful, in you awake the thought 

Of winter, cold, drear winter, when these trees 

Each like a fleshless skeleton shall stretch 

Its bare brown boughs j when not a flower shall spread 

Its colours to the day» and not a bird 

Carol its joyance, — but all nature wear 

One sullen aspect, bleak and desolate. 

To eye, ear, feeling, comfortless alike. 
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To me their manj^-^adiouiedbeaiitieB apeak- 
Of times of merrimoit and; festival^ 
The yearns best holidays : I call to mind: 
The school-boy days, when in the foiling leatres 
I saw'with eager hope the pleasant sign 
Of coming Christmas, whcm at mom- 1- ttdok 
My wooden JEakndsff^ and counting op 
Once more its oftiea^told account^ smootfa^^fi^ 
Each day with more ddight' to daily notdt. 
To you the beauties of the autumnal year 
Hake moumlol emblems, and you ^nk of nuMi 
DoomM to the graw^^ long wtoter, ^irit brokc^. 
Bendingibeneatii the buiden of faisyean^ 
Sense^uUUandfretfhl^^'fiil oftaehes andptin^^*' 
Yet clinging still to life. To me-tbey^show- 
The calm decay of natore^wlieit- the mind- 
Retains its strength, and in the languid eye 
Religion^s holy hopes- kindle a joy 
That makes old age look lovely. All to you 
Is dark and cheerless; you in this fair world 
See soqie destroying principle abroad. 
Air, earth, and water, full of living thiugs 
Each on the otiier preying ; and the^ way& 
Of man, a strange perplexing labyrintfa^ 
Where crimes and miseries^ each pioduciug^^Bafaf. 
Render life loathBome^and destroy thC'faa|>e 
That should in death bring comfortt Oh:my finoodir 
That thy faith were as miBOEl thob tboa oeukbtsaet 
Death still producing life^.aud evil stiii^ 
Working its own dsstraction ; coulds^behdd 
The strifes and tumults oC ibsh tcoubled woskl 
With thetfltrong eya. that sees the pnomisegdr dayi 
Dawn thro* this night of tempest-! allitbiiigstthea. 
Would minister to joy ; then should) thine-heait 
Be healed and harmonized^.and thoit shoukUtfeel^ 
Ood, always, every-where^ and: allia alL 
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TftS KiTT&ir. 

Joanna BaiiUe. 



WjuHtok diole^ ii^boBe barndtts play 
Beguilos tht RBticVdodiig day^ 
MTheil diawn the erening fire abofut; 
Sit aged .GioBe». and thoii^tle» Louty 
And child i^n his thiee4bot stooi^ 
Waiting till his suf^per cool ; 
And maidf whose chedt catblooHtt* tiie rose^ 
As bnght the blazing ftiggot gtows^ 
Who, bending to the friendly light* 
Flies her taak widi busy sleight ; 
Come, show thy tricks and sportive gfaee^ 
Thus circled round with merry ftioes. 

BackwQid coil*d, and oroiiohing low^ 
With glaring eye-balk waleh thy fee^ 
The hooMTir^s spindle whirling round. 
Or thready ob straw, that on the grQumd' 
Its shadow thrown by usehin d[y> 
fikld Out to hue fhy roving eye ; 
Tfaen^ onward stealing, fiercely spring 
Upon the futile, fhitMew thing. 
Now, wheeling round with bootliess slriliy 
Thy bo-p^q^ tail provokes thee-stlll. 
As oft beyond thy eurinng side 
Its jetty, tip is seen to glide ; 
Till k(m>^ centre starting flov 
Thou sidelong reai^st withi rimp in^air, 
Eronted:: flltiff^ *ttd gait awry^ 

in }« taatsunis High^^ 
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Though iie*ei a Madam of them all, 
Whose silken kirtle sweeps the hall. 
More varied trick and whim displays. 
To catch the admiring stranger^s gaze. 

Doth power in measured versQ3 dwell, 
, All thy vagaries wild to tell ? 
Ah no! the start, the jet, the bound, 
The giddy scamper round and round. 
With leap, and jerk, and high curvet. 
And many a whirling summerset, 
(Permitted be the modem Muse 
Expression technical to use) 
These mock the deftest rhymester's skill. 
But poor in art, through rich in will. 

I 

The featest tumbler, stage-bedight. 
To thee is but a clumsy wight. 
Who every limb and sinew strains 
To do what costs thee little pains. 
For which, I trow the gaping crowd 
Requites him oft with plaudits loud \ 
But, stopped the while thy wanton play. 
Applauses, too, thy feats repay ; 
For then, beneath some urchin^s hand. 
With modest pride thou tak*st thy stand. 
While many a stroke of fondness glides 
Along thy back and tabby sides. 
Dilated swells thy glossy fur. 
And loudly sings thy busy pur ; 
As, timing well the equal sound. 
Thy clutching feet bepat the ground. 
And all their harmless claws disclose. 
Like prickles of an early rose ; 
While softly from thy whiskered cheek 
Thy half-closed eyes peer mild and meek. 
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But, not alone, by cottage fire 
Do rustics rude thy feats admire ; 
The learned sage, whose thoughts explore 
The widest range of human lore. 
Or, with unfettered fancy, fly 
Through airy heights of poesy, 
Pausing, smiles with altered air 
To see thee climb his elbow chair. 
Or, struggling on the mat below. 
Hold war^ire with his slippered toe. 
The widow*d dame, or lonely maid. 
Who in the still but cheerless shade 
Of home unsocial, spends her age, 
And rarely turns a lettered page ; 
Upon her hearth for thee lets fall 
The rounded cork or paper ball. 

Nor chides thee on thy wicked watch 
The ends of raveird skein to catch. 
But lets thee have thy wayward will. 

Perplexing oft her sober skill. 

Even 1]^, whose mind of gloomy bent. 

In lonely tower Or prison pent. 

Reviews' the wit of former days. 

And loaths the wotld and all its ways ; 

What time the lamp's unsteady gleam 

Doth rouse him from his moody dream. 

Feels as thoti gamboPst round his seat. 

His heart with pride less fiercely beat. 

And smiles a link in thee to find. 

That joins him still to living kind. 

* Whence hast thou then, thou witless puss. 
The magic power to charm us thus > 
Is it, that in thy glaring eye. 
And rapid movements, we descry. 
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J^ While we at ease, ,secure f roni iU, 
'"■■ The chimney comer sni%1yrfil}, 
A lioOy darting on the prey, 
A tyger at his ruthless play ? 
Or, is it that in thee we trace. 
With all thy vsuried wanton; graces . 
An emblem view'd with kindred eye. 
Of tricksy, restless infancy ? 
Ah! many a lightly-sportive child. 
Who hath, like thee, our wits bj^gwl'dt 
To dtdl and sober manhood grown. 
With strange recoil our hearts disown. 
Even so, poor Kit ! must thou endure. 
When thou becom*st a cat demure. 
Full many a cuff and angry word. 
Chid roughly from the temptio|g bo$urd, 
And yet, for that thou hast, I ween. 
So oft our favoured playmate b^en. 
Soft be the change which thou shalt prove. 
When time hath spoiPd thee of our love j 
Still be thou deemM, by housewife iat, 
A comely, careful, mousing cat. 
Whose dish is, for the public good, 
Replenish*d oft with savory food. 

Nor when thy span of life is past, 
Be thou to pond or dunghill cast. 
But gently borne on good man*s spade. 
Beneath the decent sod be laid. 
And children show, with glistening eyep^ 
The place where poor old Pussy lies. 



ifORAI. <Mf D VATBBTIC FHMBi. 47 



POOR SDBA«. 

At the corner of Wood- street, -when day-light i^ipeaxi» 
There's a thrush that slugs loud, it has sung for throe years,. 
Poor Susan has passed by the spot, and has heard 
In the silence of morning the song. of the bird. 

Tis a note of enchantment ; what ails her T She sees 
A mountain ascending, a vision of trees ; 
Blight volumes of vapovr through Lothbury glide. 
And a river flows on throqgh the valeof Chcapside. 

Green pastures she views in the midst of the dale, 
Down which she «o often has- tripped with her pail ; 
And a single small cottage, a nest like a dove^s. 
The only one dwelling on earth that she loves. 

She looks, and her heart is in Heaven;T-but they fade. 
The mist and the river, the hill and the shade; 
The.streami will not flow, and the hill will not ri&e. 
And tiie colours have all passed awf y from her eyes. 



THE 'COMMON liOT. ^ 



Once in tbe-^ht of agesTpast, 

There lived a man-«-and^vha*«atrh6 f 
Mortal 1 however thy loi^be eiit. 

That man MBeiaJblad^hee! 



.X 
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Unknown the region of his birth. 
The land in which he died unknown. 

His name hath perished from the earth. 
This truth survives alone— 

That joy and grief, and hope and fear, 
Alternate triumph in his breast. 

This bliss and woe, a smil^, a tear ! 
Oblivion hides the rest 




The bounding pulse, tflMRiguid limb. 
The changing spirits' rise and fall. 

We know that these were felt by him. 
For these are felt by all. 

He suffered — ^but his pangs are o'er, 
Enjoyed— but his delights are fled. 

Had friends— his friends are now no more, 
And foes — ^his foes are dead. 

Me loved— but whom he loved, the grave 

Hath lost in its unconscious womb ; 
O she was fair ! but nought could save 
/ Her beauty from the tomb. 

The rolling seasons, day and night, 
Sun, moon, and stars, the earth and main, 

Erewhile his portion, life and light. 
To him exists in vain. 

He saw whatever thou hast seen. 
Encountered all that troubles thee, 

He was — ^whatever thou hast been. 
He is — ^what thou shalt be ! 
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/T^e clouds and sunbeams o*er his eye, 
That once their shade and glory threw, 

Have left in yonder silent sky 
No vestige where they flew ! 

The annals of the human race. 

Their ruin since the world began* 
Of him aflbrd no other trace 

Than this — vierb lived a man. 



ON THE DEATH OF THE PRINCESS CHARLOTTE. 

Lord Bj/tron. 



'0' 



Hark ! forth from the abyss a voice proceeds, 
A long low distant mtbrmur of dread sound, *• i 

Such as arises when a nation bleeds 
With some deep and immedicable wound ; 
Through storm and darkness yawns the rending ground, 
The gulf is thick with phantoms, but the chief 
Seems royal still, though with her head discrownM, 
And pale, but lovely with maternal grief, 
She clasps a babe, to whom her breast yields no relief. 

Scion of chiefs and monarchs, where ^ thou ? 
Fond hope of many nations, art thou dead ? 
Could not the grave forget thee, and lay low 
Some less majestic, less beloved head ? 
In the sad midnight, while thy heart still bled, 
The mother of a moment, o^er Ihy boy. 
Death hush'd that pang for ever : wi^ thee fled 
The present happiness and promised joy 
Which fillM the imperial isles so full it seemed to cloy. 
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Peasants bring forth in safety,— -Can it be. 
Oh thou that wert so happy» so adored! 
Those who weep not for kings shall weep for thee. 
And Freedom's heart, grown heairy, cease to hoard 
Her many griefs for One ; for she had pour*d 
Her orisons for thee, and o'er thy head 
Beheld her Iris, — Thou, too, lonely lord, 
And desolate consort — vainly wert thou wed ; 
The husbai^d of a yeai*! the &ther of the dead ! 

Of sackcloth was thy wedding garment made ; 
Thy bridaPs fruit is ashes : in the dust 
The fair-haired daughter of the isles is laid. 
The love of millions ! How we did entrust 
Futurity to her ! and^ though it must 
Darken above our bones, yet fondly deem'd 
Our children should obey her child, and blessed 
Her and her hoped-for seed, whose promise seemM 
Like stars to shepherd*^eyes :— 'twas but a meteor deera*( 




CONSTANCY. 

Mrs. i 



Then be it so, and let us part, 

Since love like mine has failM to move thee j 
But do nol think this constant heart 

Can ever cease, ingrate, to love thee. 
No— -spite of all thy cold disdain, 

111 bless the hour when first I met thee. 
And rather bear whole years of pain 

Then e^ejn for one short hour forget Ihee. 

►No. 
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Still Memory, now my only friend^ 

Shall with her sootiiing art eDdea\t)ur 
My present angtash to suspend. 

By painting pleantres lost for ever, 
She shall the happy hours renew, - 

When full of hope and smiles I met thee, 
And little, thought the day to view. 

When thou wouldst wish me to forget thee. 



Yet, I have lived to view that day, 

To mourn my past destructive blindness, 
To see now turned with scorn away 

Those eyes once fill'd with answering kindness. 
But go — ^farewell f and be thou blest, 

li thoughts of what I feA will let thee : 
Yet, though thy image kills my rest, 

Twerrgreater anguish to finrget thee. 




A SCENE OF MISERY, OCCASIONED BY GUCLT. 

A IHUBADFUL winter came, each day severe, 
Misty when mild, and icy cold when clear ; 
And still the humble dealer took his load. 
Returning slow, and shivering on the road : 
The lady» still relentless, saw him come, 
And saidy ^ I wonder has the wretch a home ?* 
* A hut! a hovel !*— ^ Then his fate appears 
To suit bis crime.* — ^ Yes^ lady, not his years ; 

D 2 
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■ 

No ! nor his sufferiogs, nor that form decayed :' — 

* Well ! let the parish give its paupers aid : 
You must the vileness of his acts allow ;^— 

* And youy dear lady, that he feels it now :* 

* When such dissemblers on their deeds reflect. 
Can they the pity they refus'd expect ? 

He that doth evil, evil shall he dread.*-* 

* The snow/ quoth Susan, ' falls upon his bed, — 

It blows beside the thatch — ^it melts upon his head\ — 

* 'Tis weakness, child, for grieving guilt to feel ;* — 

* Yes, but he never sees a wholesome meal ; 
Through his bare dress appears his shrivePd skin. 
And ill he fares without, and worse within : 
With that weak body, lame, diseased, and-slow. 
What cold, pain, peril, must the sufferer know !' 

* Think on his crime.*—* Yes, sure 'twas very wrong ; 
But look (God bless him !) how he gropes along/— 

* Brought me to shame/ — *" Oh ! yes, I know it all — 
What cutting blast ! and he can scarcely crawl ; 

He freezes as he moves — ^he dies ! if he should fall : 
With cruel fierceness drives this icy sleet, — 
And must a Christian perish in the street. 

In sight of Christians ? ^Iliere ! at last he lies : 

Nor unsupported can he ever rise; 

He cannot live.' — * But is he fit to die }> 

Here Susan softly mutter'd a reply, 

Look'd round the ropm-^^said something of its state. 

Dives the rich, and Lazarus at his gate ; 

And then aloud — * In pity do behold 

The man affrighten'd, weeping, trembling, cold : 

Oh ! how these flakes of snow their entrance win 

Through the poor rags, and keep the frost within ; 

His very heart seems frozen as he goes, 4 

Leading that starved companion of his woes ; 
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He tried to pray— his lips I saw them move. 
And he so tiirzi*d his piteous looks above ; 
But the fierce wind the wining heart oppos'd* 
Andy ere he spoke, the lips in misery clos*dt 
Poor sufiering object f yes, for ease you pray'd. 
And God will hear — he only, Tm afraid.^ 

* Peace ! Susan, peace ! pain ever follows sin V 
Ah ! then, fhought Susan, when will out's begin f 
' When reach*d his home, to what a cheerless fire 
And chilling bed will those cold limbs retire ! 
Yet ragged, wretched as it is, that bed 
Takes l]^f the space of his contracted shed ; 
I saw the thorns beside the narrow grate^ 
With straw collected in a putrid state : 
There will iie^ kneeling, strive the fire to raise. 
And that will warm him rather than the blaze ; 
The siillen, smoky blaze, that cannot last 
One moment after his attempt is past 
, And I so warmly, and so piurely laid. 
To sink to rest— --indeed, I am afraid.^ — 
* Know you his conduct?* — ^ Yes, indeed, I know, 
And how he wanders in the wind and snow ; 
Safe in our rooms the threat* ning storm we hear. 
But he feels strongly what, we feintly fear.^ ' 
' Wilful was rieh : and he the storm defied ; 
Wilful is poor, and must the storm abide^,* 
Said the stem lady, ' Tis in vain to feel ; 
Go and prepare the chicken for our meal.'* 
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THE TEAR. 

Hi 



'TwAs no unmanly tear that fell. 
No coward drop that stained my cheek : 

My soul quails not ;— the sordid spell 
Of worldly suffering I can break — 

Contemptuous 'break— and midst the storm^ 
And 'midst the wreck of fortune, smile ; 

Nor let one recreant sigh deform 
A breast that's free from fraud or guile f 

Twas not in grief the trembler fell- 
Though many a sorrowing tear is due 

To her whose bosom*s kindly swell. 
Responsive, met a flame as true. 

She sleeps in peace,— and I shall sleep. 
Perchance beneath the self- same sod f 

Yes r J shall sleep— and t?ion wilt weep. 
Yet, humbly, kiss Our Father's rod. 

Thy balmy tear upon my grave 

Would soothe — if aught might soothe in dea 
A spirit that could sternly brave 

Earth's evils in its latest breath. 

Then chide not for the tear that fell — 

It burst from no ignoble sQurce ; 
The heart's warm throb it rushed to tell — 

The heart's best feeling urged its course. 



MORAL AlfO PATHETIC PISCES. 55 

Grateful it flowed j thmt hUhfr's tear 

A serapb might ha¥« joyed to owa f 
Gratefoi it flowed— eoul-fraught-^sinc^r^— 

An offtnng atu iiiier't throne^ 

la bliss su(ffeme that sweet tear fell ! 

Pure tioken of as pure a love 
As ever woke tlie tuneful shell— 

The golden harp— of saint above ! 

Accept that tear— nor deem that he 
By whom 'twas shed, e'er bore a thought— 

A hope— « fear — unworthy thee — 
Thaf thouy or thine, could wish unsouglit. 



AN UNFORTUNATE MOTHER TO HER INFANT AT 

THE BREAST. 

Anon. 

Unhappy Child of indiscretion ! 

Poer slumb'rer ob a breast forlorn. 
Pledge and reproof of past transgression. 

Deal*, though unwelcome to be bom. 

For thee, a suppliant wish addressing 
To Heaven thy mother fain would dare; 

Bat conscious blushes slain the blessing. 
And sighs suppress my broken prayV. 

But spite of these, my mind un^aken, 
; In parent pity turns to thee. 

Though long repented, ne^er forsaken. 
Thy days shall lov*d and guarded be. 
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And lest the iojurious world upbraid tbe^ 

For mine or for thy father's ill» 
A nameless mother oft shall aid thee^ 

A hand unseen protect thee stilL 

\ 

And though to rank and place a stranger^ 
Thy life an humble course must run. 

Soon shalt thou learn to ftj the danger^ 
Which ly too late, have learnt to shun. 

Meantime^ in the sequestered valleys. 
Here may^st thou rest in safe content. 

For innocence may smile at malice^ 
And^thouy O thou, art innocent. 

Here too thy infant wants are given 
Shelter and res^ and purest air. 

And milk as pure— But mercy, Heav'n f 
My tears have dropt, and mingled there. 



INSCRIPTI09 FOR A MONUMENT AT SILBURY-BILL. 

Seuthey. 



This mound* in some remote and dateless day, 
B.ear*d o*er a chieftain oi the Age* of Hills, 
May here detain thee. Traveller ! from thy road 
Not idly lingering. In his narrow house 
Some warrior sleeps below ; his gallant deeds 
Haply at many a solemn festival 

* The Northern nations ditthigaish the two periods when the bodies of 
the dead were consomed by fire, and when they were buried beneath the 
tumuli so common in this country, by the Age of Fire, and the Age of Hills. 
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The Bard has hlurp<Bd ; but perished it the fong 
Of praise^ as o^er these bleak and barren downs 
The wind that passes and is heard no more* 
Goy TiaveHery and remember when the pomp 
Of earthly glory &des» that one good deed . 
Unseen, unheard, unnoted by mankind, 
lives in th* eternal roister of Heaven. 



FRIEJiDSHIP, LOVE, AND TRUTH. 

Mont^mer^* 



Whbn Friendsfiip, Love, and Truth abound 

Among a band of brotHers, 
The cup of joy goes gaily round. 

Each shares the bliss of others* 
Sweet roses grace the thorny way, 

Along this vale of sorrow ; 
The flowers that shed their leaves to-day .^ 

Shall bloom again to-morrow. 
How grand in age, how fair in youth, 
Are holy Friendship, Love, and Truth f 

On halcyon wings our moments pass, 

Life*s cruel cares beguiling; 
Old Time lays down his scythe and glass 

In gay good-humour smiling ; 
With ennine beard and forelock grey, 

His reverend front adorning. 
He looks like Winter tum*d to May 

Night softened into morning. 
How grand in age, how fair in youth, 
Are holy Friendship, Love, and Truth ! 

d3 
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From these delightful fouDtains flow 

Ambrosial rills of pleasure : 
Can man desire, cai) Heaven bestow, 

A more resplendent treasure ? 
Adorned witli gems so richly bright. 

We'll form a constellation, 
Where every star with modest light, 

Shall gikl his proper station. 
How grand in age, how fair in youth, 
Are holy Friendship, Love, and Truth ! 



THE SINKING STAK. 



-o- 



I WATCH, and long have watched, with calm regret. 
Yon slowly*sinking Star,— ammortal Sire 
(So might he seemj of all the glittering quire ! 
Blue ether still surrounds bimr-yet — and yet; 
But now the horizon's rocky paraptt 
Is reached ; where, forfeiting his bright atliro. 
He burns-i^ransmuted to s^ sullen fire, 
That droops and dwindles ; and, the appointed debt 
To flying moments paid, is seen no more. 
Angels and Grods; we struggle with our fate. 
While health, power, glory, pitiably decline, 
DepressM and then extinguished^ and our state. 
In this, how difierent, lost Star, from thine. 
That no to-morrow shall our beams restore ! 
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THE VISIONARY. 

Anon. 



I HAVE been lonely, even from a child ; 

Though bodhd with sweet ties to a happy home^ 

With all life*s sacred chaiities around me : 

I have been )onely->-for my soul had thirst 

The waters of this world could not assuage : 

I found them bitter, and I had high dream^^ 

And strange imaginations — ^yea, I lived 

Amid my own creations 5 and a world 

Of many hopes and raptures was within me> 

Such as I could not tell off; for I knew 

Sach fedings could not bear a sympathy ; 

They were too sacred to admit communion. 

Too blest to need it— to the fields and woods 

Did my hearths fullness pour them ; solitude 

Was the expansion of my secret vision?^ 

When I could ask my soul to tell me all. 

And many a bright and blessed reverie 

Hath cheered my wanderings. I have heard sweet music 

In my own thoughts, mysterious harmonies, 

Felt, hut net understood 5 vague, happy musings. 

And shadowy sketches of my future fate. 

In young and glowing colours. Are they faded ? 

^— Tears are gone by ; and once agadn I commune 

With my own spirit — ^it is passionless. 

And silent now, its loveliest visions over; 

And yet I da not shun this scrutiny : 

Though I have fed my heart with perishing joy?^ 

Yet have they not been in vain ; for those wild hopes. 

And noble aims, and all those proud aspirings, 
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Gave me a loftier being. ' I have plunged 
Within the maddening ymve^ unawed, to succour 
An object of my love. ' I have stood calm 
In danger*s fiercest moment, with a trust 
Above all mortal peril. I have wandered 
O^er moors and mountains to assuage the woes 
Of human kind. In all that could excite 
I have been foremost :— then have woke and wept 
To feel how little and how weak I was. 



ABBA THULE.* 



I CLIMB the highest cliff; I hear the sound 
Of dashing waves ; I gaze intent around : 
I mark the sun that orient lifte his head ! 
I mark. the sea^s lone rule beneath him spread ^ 
But not a speck can my long straining eye^ 
A shadow, o*er the tossing waste descry, ~ 
That I might weep tears of delight and say, 
** It is the bark that bore my child away !** 



Thou sun, ^at beamest bright, breath whose eye 
The w(fflda unknown, and outstretched waters lie. 
Dost thou behold him now, on some rude shore 
Around whose crags the cheerless billows roar ? 
Watching the unwearied surges doth he stand. 
And think upon his father^ distant land ? 
Or h^ his heart forgot, so fan away. 
These native hills, these rocks, and torrents grey ; 

* See Higtory «f the Pelew Islands. 



Bowies. 
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Tbe tall bananas whispering to^the breese^ 
The shores, the sound of those encircling seas^ 
Heard from his in^t days^ and the piled heap 
Of holy stones, where his, forefathers sleep ? 

Ah me ! till sunk by sorrow, I shall dwell 

With them forgetful, in the narrow cell ; 

Nerer shall time from my fond heart efface 

tlis image : oft his shadow I shall trace 

Upon the glimmering waters, when on high. 

The white moon wanders through the cloudless sky. 

Oft in my sflent cave (when to its fire. 

From the nights rushing tempest we retire) 

I shall behold his form, his aspect bland, 

I shall retrace his footsteps in the sand. 

And when the hollow surges swell 

Still think I listen to his echoing shell* 

Would I had perished ere that hapless day. 
When the tall vessel, in its trim array, 
First rushed upon the sounding surge, and bore 
My age's comfort from the sheltering shore I 
I saw it spread its white wings to the wind^^ 
Too soon it left these hills and woods behind— 
Gazing, its course I followed, till mine eye 
No longer could its distant track descry: 
Till on the confines of the billows hoar,^ 
Awhile it hung and then was seen no more. 
And only the blue hollow heaven I spied. 
And the long waste of waters tossing wide. 

More mournful than each falling surge I heard. 
Then dropt the stagnant tear upon my beard, 
Methought the wild wiaves said amidst their roar. 
At midnight, *^ Thou shalt see thy son no more/' 
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Now thrice twelve moout through the mid heavens have rolled. 

And many a dawn, and slow night, have I told ; 

And still, as every weary day goes by, 

A knot recording on my line I tie ; 

But never more emerging from the main, 

I see the stranger*s baik approach again. 

Has the fell storm overwhelmed him ? Has its sweep 

Buried the bounding vessel in the deep ? 

Is he cast bleeding on some desert plain ? 

Upon his father did he call in vain ? 

Have pitiless and bloody tribes defiled 

The cold limbs of my brave, my beauteous child } 

Oh ! I shall never, never hear his voice ; 

The spring time shall return^ the isles rejoice. 

But I must weep, my aged bosom torn. 

And *mid the cheering sunshine, droop forlorn ! 

The joyous conch sounds in the high wood loud ; 

O'er all the beach now stream the busy crowd ; 

Fresh breezes stir. the waving plantain grove ; 

The fisher carols in the winding cove ; 

And light canoes along the lucid tide. 

With painted shells, and sparkling paddles, glide. - 

I linger on the desert rock alone. 

Heartless, and cry for thee, my Son, my Son. 



TO THE FLYING FISH. 



When I have se^ the snowy wing 
0*er the blue wave at evening spring. 
And give those scales of silver white 
So gayly to the eye of light. 
As if thy frame were form*d to rise, 
And live amid the glorious skies ; ^ 



Moore. 
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Oh it bas made me proudly fetl. 
How like thy wings* impalient zeal 
is the pure soul, that scorns to test — 
Upon the world's ignoble breast, 
But takes the plume that God has gi^eu. 
And rises into light and Heaven I 

But when I see that wing, so bright. 
Grow languid with a moment's flight. 
Attempt the paths of air, in vain. 
And sink into the waves again ; 
Alas ! the-flatlering pride is o'er ; 
Like thee, airhile, the soul may soar. 
But erring man must blush to think. 
Like thee, again, the soul may sii^ ! 
Oh, Vitlue ! when thy clime 1 seek. 
Let not my spirit's flight be weak : 
Let me not, like this fedi>le thing. 
With Ixine still dropping firom its wing. 
Just spaikie in the solar glow. 
And plunge again to depths below ; 
But, when I leave the grosser throng 
With whom my soul hath dwelt so long. 
Let me, in that aspiring day, 
Cast.every lingering stain away. 
And panting for thy purer air. 
Fly up at once, and fix me there. 



MEDORA'S DEATH. 



Lord Byroiu 



His steps the chamber gain— his eyes behold 
All that his heart believed not—yet fiaretold ! 
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He turned notn-bpoke not, sunk not — fixed his look. 

And set the anxious frame that lately shook : 

He gazed — how long we gaze despite of pain» 

And know — ^but dare not own, we gaze in vain i 

In life itself, she was so still and fair. 

That death with gentler aspect wither'd there ', 

And the cold fiowfrs her colder hand contained. 

In that last gasp as tenderly were strained 

As if she scarcely felt, but feigned a sleep, 

And made it almost mockery yet to weep: 

The long dark lashes fringed her lids of snow — 

And veird— thought shrinks from all that lurks below — 

Oh ! o*er the eye Death most exerts his might, 

And hurls the spirit from her throne of light! 

Sinks those blue orbs in that last long eclipse^ 

But spares, as yet, the charm around her lips ! 

Vet — yet they seem, as they forbore to smile, 

And wished repose — ^but only for a while ; 

But the white shroud, and each extmded tress. 

Long— &ir — ^but spread in utter lifelessness 

Which, late the sport of every summer wind. 

Escaped the baffled wreath that strove to bind; 

These— «and the pale pure cheek, became the bier. 

But she is nothing — wherefore is he here? 



RECOLLECTIONS. 

JJoyd, 



I PASSED my childhood'^ home, and lo ! 'twas dark I 
The night winds whistled 'mid its leafless trees f 
No taper twinkled cheerily to tell 
That she, the friend^ h^d heaped the social fire, 
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Spread the trim board, and with an anxious heart, 
£3q;)ected me, her ** dearest boy,'* to pass 
With her the evening hour! oh, no! *twas gone, 
The friendly taper, and the warm fire's glow, 
TremUing athwfurt the gloom ! I listened long. 
Nor heard, save the unfeeling blast of night. 
That chilled my frame, or the sear ice-glazed twig 
That hoarsely rustled ! 'twas too much — I wept ! 
Then I bethought me, she was coffined far 
Away — laid on the earth's cold lap! 
I look'd again — such thoughts were too, too true. 
For no raiy glimmered I I did pass along. 
Shivering, and bowed to earth with beavinew. 



THE CONVICT SHIP. 



Hervey, 



Morn on the waters ! and purple and bright. 

Bursts on -the billows the flushing of light ; 

O'er the glad waves, like a child of the sun. 

See the tsdl vessel goes gallantly on ; ^ 

Full to the breeze she unbosoms her sail. 

And her penon streamf? onward, like hope in the gale ; 

The winds come around her, in murmur and song. 

And the surges rejoice as they bear her along ! 

See? she looks up to the golden edged clouds, ' 

And the sailor sings gaily aloft in the shrouds ^ 

Onward she glides, amid ripple and spray. 

Over the waters, — away, and awaf ! 

Bright as the visions of youth, ere they part. 

Passing away, like a dream of the heart I 

Who, as the beautiful pageant sweeps by. 

Music around her, and sunshine on high — 
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Pauses to think, amid fitter and glow. 

Oh I there be hearts tint are breaking below f 

Night on the waves ! — and the moon is on high, 

Hung, like a gem, on the brow of the sky, 

Treading its depths in the power of her might. 

And turning the clouds, as they pass her, to light! 

Look to £he waters !— >asleep on their breast. 

Seems not the ship like an island of rest ? 

Bright and alone on the shadowy main. 

Like a heart cherished home on some desolate plaan ! 

Who, as she smiles in the sihrery light. 

Spreading her wings on the bosom of nighty 

Alone on the deep, as the moon in the sky, 

A. phantom of beauty— ^ould deem, with a sigh. 

That so lovely a thing is the mansion of sin. 

And souls that are smitten lie bursting within ? 

Who — as he watches her silently gliding — 

Remembers that wave after wave is dividing 

Bosoms that sorrow and giiilt could not sever. 

Hearts which are parted and broken for ever ^ 

Or deems that he watches, afloat on the wave^ 

The death-bed of hope, or the young spirit^s grave > 

Tis thu^ with our life, wfaSe it passes along. 

Like a vessel at sea, amid tonshine and song! 

Oaily we glide, in tiie gaze of the world. 

With streamers afloat, and with canvas unfurled -, 

An gladness and glory, to wandering eyes. 

Yet chartered by sorrow, and freigfated with sighs : — 

Fading and &lse is the aspect it wears. 

As the smiles we put on, just to cover our tears ; 

And the withering thoughts which the world cannot know. 

Like heart-broken exiles, lie burning below. 

Whilst the vessel drives on to that desolate shores 

Where the dreams of our childhood are vanished and a*er ! 
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MONODY ON B. B. SHERIDAN. 

When the last sunshine of expiring day 
In summ^^s twiligfxt weeps itsdf away. 
Who hath not felt the sofbress of the hour 
Sink on the heart, as dew along the flower t 
With a pure feeling which absorbs and awes 
While Nature makes that melancholy pause. 
Her breathing moment, on the bridge where Time 
Of light and darkness forms an arch sublime. 
Who hath not shared that calm so still and deep. 
The voiceless thought which would not speak but weep, 
A holy concord, and a bright regret, 
A glorious sympathy with suds that set ? 
'Tis not harsh sorrow, but a tenderer woe. 
Nameless, but dear to gentle hearts below. 
Felt without bitterness, but full and clear, 
A sweet dejection — a transparent tear, 
UnmixM with worldly grief or selfish stain, 
Shed without shame, and secret without pain. 

Even ai the tenderness that horn* histils 
When Summer's day declines along the hills. 
So feels the fulness of our heart and eyes, 
When all of Genhas which can perish dies. 
A mighty spirit is eclipsed — a Power 
Hath passM from day to darkness— to whoee hour 
Of light no likeness is bequeathed — no name. 
Focus at once of all the rays of Fame ? 
The flash of wit, the bright intelligence. 
The beam of song, the blaze of eloquence. 
Set with their Sim— but still have left behind 
The enduring produce of immortal Mind ; 
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Fruits of a genial moroy and glorious noon, 

A deathless' part of him who died too soon. 

But small that portion of the wond^rous whole. 

These sparkling segments of that circling soul. 

Which all embraced-*and lighten*d over all. 

To cheer—to pierce — to please— or to appal. 

From the charmed council to the festive board. 

Of human feelings the unbounded lord ; 

In whose acclaim the loftiest voices vied. 

The praised— the proud— who made his praise their pride. 

When the loud cry of trampled Hindostan 

Arose to Heaven in her appeal from man. 

His was the thunder— his the avenging rod, 

The wrath— the delegated voice of God ! 

Which shook the iiations through his lips—and blazed 

Till vanqui8h*d senates trembled as they praised. 

And here^ O here, where yet all young and warm 
The gay creations of his spirit charm. 
The matcl^less dialogue— the deathless wit. 
Which knew not what it was to intermit ! 
The glowing portraits, fresh from life, that brin^ 
Home to our hearts the truth firom which they spring; 
These wond^rous beings of his Fancy, wrought 
To fulness by the fiat of his thought, 
Here in their first abode you still may meet. 
Bright with the hues of his Promethean heat ; 
A halo of the light of other days. 
Which still the splendour of its orb betrays. 
But should there be to whom the fatal blight 
Of failing Wisdom yields a base delight. 
Men who exult when minds of heavenly tone 
Jar in the music which was bom their own, 
Still let them pause— Ah ! little do they know 
That what to them seemed Vice might be but Woe. 
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Hard is his fate on whom the public gaze 
Is fix*d for ever to detract or praise ; 
Repose denies her requiem to his name. 
And Folly loves the martyrdom of Fame. 
The secret enemy whose sleepless eye 
Stands centinely accuser, judge, and spy. 
The foe, the fool, the jealous, and the vain^ 
The envious, who but breathe in^ others* pain. 
Behold the host! delighting to deprave. 
Who track the steps of Glory to the Grave, 
Watch every fault that daring Genius owes 
Half to the ardour which Its birth bestows. 
Distort the truth, accumulate the lie, 
And pile the Pyramid of Calumny. 

These are his portion — ^but if join*d to these 
. Gaunt Poverty should league with deep Disease, 

If the high spirit must forget to soar. 

And stoop to strive with Misery at the door. 

To sooth Indignity — and face to face 

Meet sordid Rage, and wrestle with Disgrace, 

To find in Hope but the renewed caress, 

The serpent fold of further Faithlessness,— 

If such may be the ills which men assail^ 

What marvel if at last the mightiest fail ? 

Breasts to whom all the strength of feeling given. 

Bear hearts electric— -charged with fire from heaven, 

Black with the rude collision, inly torn. 

By clouds surrounded, and on whirlwinds borne, 

Driven o'er the^ lowering atmosphere, that nurst 

Thoughts which have tum'd to thunder, scorcht, and burst. 

But far from us and from our mimic scene 

Such things should be— if such have ever been ; 

Our^s be the gentler wish, the kinder task. 

To give the tribute Glory need not ask, 
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To mourn the vanished beam, and add our mite 
Of praise in payment of a long d^ght. 

Ve Orators ! whom yet our coancils yield, 
Mourn for the veteran Hero of your field. 
The worthy rival of the wondrous three, * 
Whose words were sparks of ia^ortality. 
Ye Bards ! to whom the Drama's Muse is dear, 
He was your Master— emulate him here* 
Ye men of wit and social eloquence ; 
He was your Brother-*bear bis ashes hence. 
While Powers of Mind almost of boundless range, 
Complete in kind, as various in their change ; 
While Eloquence — ^Wit — ^Poesy — and Mirth, 
That humbler haimonist of care on earth — 
Survive within our semis; while lives our sense 
Of pride in Mentis proud pre-eminence; — 
Long shall we seek his likenes&-*-long in vain. 
And turn to all of htm which may remain, 
Sighing that Nature form'd but one such man, 
And broke the die— in moulding Sheridan. 



NIGHT. 



Moutgomt 



NiOHT is the time for rest ^ 
How sweet when labours close. 

To gather round an aching breast 
The curtain of repose ; 

Stretch the tired limbs and lay the head 

Upon our own delightful bed ! 

•^Pttt-«M— Burke. 
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Night is the time for dreams ; 

The gay romance of life* 
When truth that is aud truth that seems 

Blend in fantastic strife; 
Ah ! visions less begailing fiir 
Than waking dreams by daylight are ! 

Night is the time for toil; 

To plough tiie clasw field. 
Intent to find the buried spoil 

Its wealthy furrows yield; 
Till all is onr's that sages t^nght. 
That poetB sang or hecoes wrought. 

Night is the time to weep ; 

To wet with unseen tears 
Those graves of memory where sleep 

The joys of other years ; 
Hopes that were angds in their birth. 
But perish'd young, like things of earth ! 

Night is the time to watch ; 

On ocean*s dark expanse. 
To hail the Pleiades, or catch 

The full moon^ eariiest glance. 
That brings into the homesick mind 
All we have loved and left behind. 

Night is the time for care; 

Brooding on hours mis-spent. 
To see the spectre of Despair 

Come to our lonely tent ; 
Like Brutus, midst his slumbering host. 
Startled by Csuar's stalwart ghoat. 
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Night is the time to miise ; 

Then from the eye the soul . 
Takes flight, and with expanding views 

Beyond the starry pole 
Descries, athwart the abyss of night, 
The dawn of uncreated light. 

Night is the time to pray ; 

Our Saviour oft withdrew 
To desert mouhtains far away. 

So will his followers too ; 
Steal from the throng to haunts uAtrod, 
And hold communion there with God. 

Night is the time for death ; 

When all around is peace, 
Calm}y to yield the weary breath. 

From sin and suffering cease. 
Think of Heaven*s bliss, and give the sign 
To parting friends : — such death be mine ! 



u 



WHERE IS HE? 

Ncele. 

Man giveth up the ghost, and where is he?"— Job r. 



AvD where is he? not by the side 
Of her whose wants he loved to tend ; 

Not o*er those valleys wandering wide, ^ 
Where sweetly lost, he oft would wend ! 
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That form beloved he marks no more. 
Those scenes admired no more shall see ; 

Those scenes are lovely as before. 
And she as fair— but where is he ? 

No, no ; the radiance is not dim, . .. 

That used to gild his favourite hill ; 
The pleasures that were dear to him. 

Are dear to life and nature still : 
But, ah ! his home is tot as fair. 

Neglected must his gardens be. 
The lilies droop and wither there. 

And seem to whisper, ** Where is he ?" 

His was the pomp, the crowded hall. 

But where is now this proud disp}ay f 
His riches, honours, pleasures, all 

Desire could fr^e \ but where are they ? 
And he, as some tall rock that stands 

Protected by the circling sea, * 
Surrounded by admiring bands, 

Seem*d proudly strong — and where is he > 

The church-yard bears an added stone. 

The fire-side shows a vacant chair ; 
Here Sadness dwells, and weeps alone. 

And Death dis)4ays his banner there. 
The life has gone, the breath has fled. 

And what has been no more shall be \ 
The welM(nown form, the welcome tread, 

O where are they, and where is he > 
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INSCRIPTION ON THE MONUMENT OF A 

NEWFOUNDLAND DOG. 

Byron. 



Near this spot are deposited the remains of one who possessed beauty 
without vanity, strength .without insolence, courage without ferocity, and 
all the virtues of man, without his vices. This praise^ which would be 
unmeaning flattery, If inscribed over human ashes, is but a just tribute to 
the memory of Boatswain, a dog, who was bom in Newfoundland, May, 
1803, and died at Newstead, October, 1808. 



When some proud son of man returns to earth. 

Unknown to glory, but upheld by birth. 

The sculptor's art exhausts the pomp of woe^ 

And storied urns record who rests below j 

When all is done — upon the tomb is seen. 

Not what he was— but what he would have be^ : 

But this poor dog, in life the firmest friend. 

The first to welcome— foremost to defend; 

Whose honest heart is still his master^s own. 

Who labours, fights, lives, breathes for him alone, 

Unhonour*d falls ! unnoticed all his worth. 

Denied in heaven the soul he held on earth ; 

While man, vain insect ! hopes to be forgiven, 

And claims, himself, a sole, exclusive heaven ! ' 

Oh man ! thou feeble tenant of an hour. 

Debased by slavery or corrupt by power. 

Who knows thee well must quit thee with disgust. 

Degraded mass of animated dust 

Thy love is lust, thy friendship all a cheat. 

Thy smiles hypocrisy — thy words deceit ; 

By nature vile— -ennobled but by name. 

Each kindred brute might bid thee blush for shame. 

Ye who behold, perchance, this simple urn. 

Pass on — ^it honours none you wish to mourn : 

To mark a friend's remains these stones arise; 

I never knew but one, and here he lies! 
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VERSES SENt TO A LADT, WITH A PRIZE CARNATION. 



To her, who shall thy beatities know. 

With taste to mark, with skill explore, 
Go, flower, in modest triumph go. 

And charm the maid that I adore. 
Go, envied flower, and whilst her eye 

Surveys thy form with critic care. 
And whilst she smiles bestows, which I 

Would barter worlds with thee to share. 
In thine own history, if thou canst, impart 
The thought I cannot speak, that glows within my heart. 

Thus tell her, that in thee she views 

A flower for beauty far renown*d. 
The fairest form, the brightest hues, 

Approved, admired the country round; 
Tell her. to find a flower as fair. 

That I myself, with happy pride. 
Searched every garden and parterre. 

But flower like thee I none descried : 
No flower, by Nature*s hand so richly drest. 
So partially adorned, so exquisitely blest* 

But tell her, I with reason fearM, 

A stem like thine could ne*er sustain, 
Singly, so weak, so unprepared. 

The driving wind,^ the beating rain ; 
And say, that hence a stronger reed 
I stationed at thy friendless side, 
A guardian band rotttid each conyey*d, 
And both in happy union tied : 
That wedded thus, safe could thy gentle form 
Pour forth its opoiing sweeteraod mock -the coming storm.' 

B 2 
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Thus, sweet ambassadress, from me, 
Thus, beauteous flower, bespeak the fair, 
' And if'she should the moral see, 

(For more is meant than meets the ear) ; 
And if thou mark a truant smile 

Quick o'er her brightening features fly. 
And if a vivid gleam the while. 
Fire the blue lustre of her eye. 
Ah ! then, thou loveliest flower ! kind, faithful be, 
And Jbear one fond, one warm, one trembling vow from me. 



THE FAREWELL TO THE DEAD. 

Mrs. Hemans. 



Come near !— ere yet the dust 
Soil the bright paleness of the settled brow. 
Look on your brother, and embrace him now. 

In still and solemn trust ! 
Come near ! once more let kindred lips be pressed 
On his cold cheek, then bear hini to his rest. 

Look yet on this young face ! 
What shall the beauty, from amongst us gone, 
Leave of its image, e'en where most it shone, 

Gladdening its hearth and race ? 
Dim grows the semblauce, on man's thought impressed. 
Come near^ and bear th& beautiful to rest! 

Ye weep, and all is well ! 
For tears befit earth's paitings ! — ^Yesterday 
Song was upon the lips of this pale clay. 

And sunshine seem'd to dwell 
Where'er he moved — the welcome and the bless'd ! 
Now gaze, and bear the silent to his rest. 
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Look yet on him, whose eye 
"Aeets yours no more, in sadness or in mirth ! 
Was he not fair amongst the sons of earth. 

The heings born to die ? 
But not where Death has power, may iQve be bless'd ! 
— Come near, and bear ye the beloved to rest. 

How may the mother's heart ' 
Dwell on her son, and dare to hope again ? 
The springes rich promise hath heea given in vain. 

The lovely inust depart ! 
Is he not gone, our brightest and our best ? 
—Come near ! and bear the e^Iy-called to rest. 

Look on hini ! is he laid 
To slumber from the harvest or the chace? 
—Too still and sad the smile upon his face. 

Yet that, e*en that must fade ! 
Death will not hold unchanged his fairest guest 
Come near and bear the mortal to his rest. 

His voice of mirth hath cea^ 
Amidst the vineyards ! there is left no ]jlaoe 
For him whose dust receives your last embrace. 

At the gay bridal feast ! 
Earth must take earth to moulder on her breast *, 
Come near ! weep o*er him ! bear him to his rest. 

Yet mourn yc hot as they 
Whose spirit's light is quench'd — ^For him the past 
Is seaPd. He may not fall, he may not cast 

His birthright's hope away ! 
All is not here of our beloved and bless'd 
—Leave ye the sleeper with his God to rest. 
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MRS. SIDDONS^S FAREWELL TO THE ST:AGE. 



Who has not felt» how growing use endears 

The fofid remembrance of our former years ? 

Who has Hot sighed, when doomed to leave at last 

The hopes of youth, the habits of the past. 

The thousand ties and interests that impart 

A second nature to the human heart. 

And wreathing round it close, like tendrils, climb^ 

Blooming in age, and sanctified by time ? 

Yes ! at this momait crowd upon my mmd 

Scenes of bright days for ever left behind. 

Bewildering visions of enraptured youth. 

When hope and fancy wore the hues of truths 

And long-forgotten years, that almost seem 

The faded traces of a morning dream ! 

Sweet a re those mournful thoughts — for tliey renew 

The pleasing sense of all I owe to you, 

For each inspiring smile and soothing tear,-— 

For these full honours of my long career^ 

That cheered my earliest hope^ and chased my latest fear ! 

And though, for me, those tears shall flow no more, 

Tind m ^dTIli SUnSuiiiO ot y^ilr smi ' e is o*er,— " 
Though the bright beams are fading fast away. 
That shone nnclouded through my summer day„ — 
Yet gratefiil Memory shall reflect their iJght 
0*er the dim shadows of the coming nighf,. 
And lend to later life a softer tone, 
A moonlight tint, a lustre of herown. 
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Judges and fcwndsy'to wbom the magic itrain 
Of nature*s feeling jnever spoke m yain. 
Perhaps your hearls, whes yean have glided by, 
And past eoMtiODS wake a fleeting sigh, 
May think on her whose lips have poured so long 
The charmed sonows of your SHAKspsAiOE^e song : — 
On her, who partmg to return no more. 
Is now the mourner she but seemed before ; 
Herself subdued lesigns the mdting spell, 
And breathes with swelling heart, her long, her last farewell ! 



4t 



LORD BTRON^S LATEST VERSES. 



On this day I compleU my thirty-sixth year,** 



^Tis time this heart should be unmoved^ 

Since others it hath ceased to move ; 
Yet, though I cannot be beloved. 

Still let me, love. 

My days aie in the yellow leaf. 

The flowers and fruits <;^ lox^e are gone. 
The worm, the canker, and the grief. 

Are mine alon^. 

The fire that in my bosom preys 

Is like to some volcanic isle. 
No torch is kindled at its blaze ;— 

A funeral pile. 
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The hopes, the fears, the jealous care,. 

The exalted portion of the pain^ 
And power of love, I cannot shar^ 

But wear the chain. 

But 'tis not here— it is not here — 

Such thoughts should shake my soul :' nor now- 
Where glory seals the hero's bier. 

Or binds his brow. 

The sword, the banner, and the fields 

Glory and Greece around us see ; 
The Spartan borne upon his shield 

Was not more free. 

Awake f not Greece— she is awake r 

Awake, my spirit, — think thr6ugh whom 
My life-blood tastes its parent lake— 

And then strike home t 

1 tread reviving passions down. 

Unworthy manhood—unto thee 
Indifferent should the smile or frown 

Of beauty be. 

If thou regret thy youth — ^why live ? 

The land of honourable death. 
Is here — ^up ta the field, and give 

Away thy breath f 

Seek out — less often sought than found — 

A soldier^s grave, for thee the best ; 
Then look around, and choose thy ground^ 

And take thy rest. 
Missohnghi^ Jan.' 22, 1824. 
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II. 

NARRATIVE & DESCRIPTIVE PIECES. 



HERO AND LEANDBR. 



Byron, 



The winds are high on Helle*8 wave, 

As on that night of stormy water 
When Love, who sent, forgot to save 
The young, the beautiful, the brave, 

l*he lonely hope of Sestos- daughter. 
Oh ! when alone along the sky 
Her turret- torch was blazing high. 
Though rising gale, and breaking foam. 
And shrieking sea-birds warned him home ; 
And clouds aloft and tides below. 
With signs and sounds forbade to go. 
He could not see, he would not hear 
Or sound or sign foreboding fear ; 
His eye but saw the light of love. 
The only star it hailed above; 
His ear but rang with Hero*s song, 
" Ye waves, divide not lovers long !*' — 
That tale is old, but love anew 
May nerve young hearts to prove as true. 

The winds are high, and Helle*s tide 
Rolls darkly heaving to the main ; 

E 3 
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And Night*s descending shadows hide 
That field wilh blood bedewed in vain. 

The d^ert of old Priam's pride. 
The tombs, sole relics of his reign. 

All save inEimortal dreams that could beguile 

The blind old man of Scio*s rocky isle. 

Oh ! yet— for there my steps have been. 

These feet have pressed the sacred shore. 
These limbs that buoyant wave hath borne — 
Minstrel ! with thee to muse, to mourn. 

To trace again those fields of yore. 
Believing every hillock green 

Contains no fabled heroes ashes, > 

And that around the undoubted scene 

Thine own ** broad Hellespont^ still dashes. 
Be long my lot!— and cold were he 
Who there could gaze denying thee f 

The night hath closed on Helle's stream. 

Nor yet hath risen on Ida's hill 
That moon which shone on his high theme : 
No warrior chides her peaceful beam. 

But conscious shepherds bless it still. 
Their flocks are grazing on the mound 

Of him who felt the Dardan*s arrow; 
That mighty heap of gathered ground 
Which Ammon*s son ran proudly round. 
By nations raised, by monarchs crown'd. 

Is now a lone and nameless barrow ! 

Within — thy dwelling-place how narrow ! 
Without — can only strangers breathe 
The name of him that wcu beneath : 
Dust long outlasts the storied stone — 
But Thou— thy very dust is gone ! 
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Late, late to-night will Dian cheer 
The swaio, and chase the boatman*s fear ; 
Tili ibeOf no beacon on the cliff 
May shape the course of struggling skiff; 
The scattered lights that skirt the bay, 
Ally one by one^ have died away : 
The only lamp of this lone hour 
Is glimmering in Zuleika*8 tower. 

Yes, there is light in that lone chamber, 

And o^er her silken ottoman 
Are thrown the fragrant beads of amber» 

0*er which her fairy fingers ran ; 
Near theses with emerald rays beset, 
(How could 4die thus that gem forget ?) 
Her mother's sainted amulet, 
Wherecm engraved the Korsee text, 
Could smooth this life, and wia the next ; 
And by her Gomboloio lies 
A Koran of illumined dyes : 
And many a bright emb]azon*d rhyme 
By Peraan scribes redeemed from time ; 
And o*er those scrolls, not oft so mute, 
Rficlines her now neglected lute; 
And round her lamp of fretted gold 
Koom flowers in urns of China's mould ; 
The richest work of Iran's loom, 
And Sheeraz* tribute of perfrmiej 
All that can eye or sense delight 

Are gathered in that gorgeous room. 

But yet it hath an air of gloom. 
She, of this Peri cell the sprite. 
What doth she hence, and on so rude a night? 

The Bride ofAbydot. 
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THE BATTLE OF BANNOCKBURN 

_ Scott, 

0— — 

It was a night of lovely June, 
High rode in cloudless blue the moon, 
Demayet smiled beneath her ray ; 
Old Stirling's towers arose in light. 
And twined in links of silver bright, 
' Her winding river lay. 
Ah gentle planet ! other sight 
Shall greet the next returning night. 
Of broken arms, and banners tore. 
And marshes dark with human gore. 
And piles of slaughterM men and horsey 
And Forth that floats the frequent corse. 
And many a wounded wretch to plain. 
Beneath thy silver light in vain. 
But now, from England's host, the cry 
Thou hears't of wassail revelry. 
While from the Scottish legions pass 
The munnur'd prayer, the early mass ! — 
Here, numbers had presumption given ; 
There, bands o*ermatched sought aid from heaven. 
On Gillie's hill, whose height commands 
The battle-field, feir Edith stands. 
With serf and page unfit for war. 
To eye the conflict from afar : ^ 
O with what doubtful agony 
She sees the dawning tint the sky ! 
Now on the Pehil gleams the sun. 
And glistens now Demayet dun. 
Is it the lark that carols shrill. 
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Is it the bittern's early hum ? 
No !— distant but encreasing still. 
The trumpet's sound swells up the hill. 

With the deep murmur of the drum. 
Responsive from the Scottish host. 
Pipe-clang aiid bugle-sound .were tossM, 
His breast and brow each soldier crossed. 

And started from the ground, 
Arm*d and array*d for instant fight. 
Rose archer, spearman, squire, and knight. 
And in the pomp of battle might 
The dread battalia frown*d. 
Now onward, and in open view. 
The countless ranks of England dreV, 
Dark rolling like the ocean tide, 
MThen the rough wind had chafed his pride. 
And his deep roar sends challenge wide 

To all that bars his way ! 
In front the gallant archers trode. 
The men-at-arms behind them rode. 
And midmost of the phalanx broad. 

The Monarch held his sway. 
Beside him many a war-horse fumes. 
Around him waves a sea of plumes. 
Where many a knight in battle known. 
And some who spurs had first braced on. 
And deem that day should see them won. 

King Edward's bests obey. 
De Argentine attends his side. 
With stout de Valence^ Pembroke's pride, 
Selected champions from the train. 
To wait upon his bridle-rein. 
Upon the Scottish foe he gazed— 
At once before his sight amazed. 
Sunk banner spear and shield ; 
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lHach weapon point is downward aenU 
Each warrior to the ground is bent— - 
The rebels^ Argentine, repent ! 

For pardon they have kneeled." 
'* Aye ! — but they band to other powers* 
*'• And other pardon sue ihan our's; 
** See irhere yon barefoot Abbot stands, 
*' And blesses them with lifted hwds ! 
** Upon the spot where they have kneeled, 
*' These, men will die, or win the field.*' 
— «* Then prove we if they^die:Or win, 
<« Bid Gloster*ji Earl the fight begin." 
Earl Gilbert wav*d his truncheon high. 

Just as.the ilorthem ranks arose. 
Signal for England's archery. 

To halt and hend their bows. 
Then stepped each yeoman lorth a pace^ 
Glanced at the i&tervening space. 

And raised his lelVhand high ; 
To the right ear the cords they bring — 
At once ten thousand bowstrings ring. 

Ten thousand arrows fly ! 
Nor paused on the devoted Scot, 
The ceaseless fury of their shot ; 

As fiercely and as fast ; 
Forth whistling came the/grey-goose wing 
As the wild hailstones peit and ring, 

Adown December's blast 
Not mountain targe of tough bull -hide. 
Nor lowland mail, that stoipimay bide ; 
Woe! woe I to Scotland's (Ntun^d pride. 

If the fell shower may last ! 
Upon the right behind the wood 
Each by his steed, dismounted^ stood 
The Scottish chivalry j^ 
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• 

With foot in itimip» hand on mane. 
Fierce Edward Bruce can scarce restrain 
His own keen heart, his eager train, 
UntS the archers gain'd the plain ; 

Then, ** Mount ye gallants free!*' 
He cried, and vaulting from the ground. 
His saddle every horseman found. 
Oc high their glittering crests* Uiey tost 
As springs the wildfire from the moss ; 
The shidd hangt down on every breast^ 
Each ready lance is in the rest, 

And loud shouts Edward Bruce, — 
*< Forth Blarshal, on the peasant foe! 
'< We*ll tmoQ the terrors of their bow. 
And cut the bowstring loose !"— 



M 



Then spura were dashed in chargers* flanks. 
They lush'd among the archer ranks ; 
No speais were there^ the shock to let. 
No stakes to turn the charge were set. 
And how shall yeoman's armour slight. 
Stand the long lance, and mace of might ? 
Or what may their short swords avail, 
'Gainst barbed horse and shirts of mail ? 
Amidst their ranks the diargers sprung. 
High o*er their heads the weapons swun^ 
And shridL, and groan, and vengeful shout 
Give note of triumph and of rout! 
Awhile, with stubborn hardihood. 
Their English hearts the strife made good ; 
Borne down at length on every ude, 
Compell'd to flight they scatter wide^^*- 
Let stags of Sherwood leap for glee. 
And bound the deer of lS&lloin4^ee ! 
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The broken bows of Bannock shore. 

Shall in the green-wood ring no more ! 

Round Wakefield^s merry may-pole now. 

The maids may twine the summer bough. 

May northward look with longing glance. 

For those that wont to lead the dance. 

For the blithe archers look in vain ! / 

Broken/dispers*d in flight o*erta'en. 

Pierced through, thrown down, by thousands slain, 

They cumber Bannock's bloody plain. 

The king with scorn beheld their flight, 

"Are these,'* he said, " our yeomen wight? 

" Each braggart churl could boast before, 

*' Twelve Scottish lives his baldric bore 1 

'* Fitter to plunder chase or park, 

" Than make a manly foe their mark. 

*' Forward, each gentleman and knight, 

'* Let generous blood show generous might, 

" And chivalry redeem the fight !"— 

To rightward of the wild affray. 

The field shewed fair and level way ; 

But in the mid-space the Bruce's care 
Had bored the ground with many a pit. 
With turf and brushwood hidden yet. 

That form'd a ghastly snare. 
Rushing, ten thousand horsemen came. 
With spears in rest, and hearts on flame, 

I'hat panted for the shock f 
With blazing crests, and banners spread. 
And trumpet clang and clamour dread. 
The wide plain thundered to their tread 

As far as Stirling rock. 
Down, down! in headlong overthrow. 
Horseman, and horse, the foremost go. 



I 



NARRATIVB AND DESCRH^TTVE PIECES, 89 

Wild floandenng on the field! 
The first are in destruction's gorge. 
The followers wildly o'er them urge j— 

The knightly helm and shield. 
The mail, the acton, and the spear. 
Strong hand, high heart, are useless here ! 
Loud from the mass, confused the ery. 
Of dying warriors swells on high, 
And steeds that shriek in agony f 
They came like mountain torrent red. 
That thunders o'er its rocky bed, 
Tliey broke like that stem torrent^s wave. 
When swallowed by a darksome cave. 
Billows on billows burst and boil. 
Maintaining still the stem turmoil. 
And to their wild and toitur*d groan 
Each adds new terrors of its own ! 
Too strong in courage, and in might. 
Was England yet to yield the fight. 

Her noblest all are here ; 
Names that to fear were never known, * 

Bold Norfolk's Earl de Brotherton, 
And Oxford's famed De Vere. 
There Gloster plied the bloody sword. 
And Berkley, Grey and Hereford, 

Bottetourt and Sanzavere, 
Ross, Montague, and Manley came. 
And Courtenay's pride, and Percy's fame— ; 
Names known too well in Scotland's war. 
At Falkirk, Methven and Dunbar, 
Blazed broader yet in after years. 
At Cressy red, and fell Poitiers. 
Pembroke with these, and Argentine, 
Brought up the rearward battle line. 
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With caution o*er the ground they tread. 
Slipping with.bk>od, and piled with dead. 
Till hand in hand in battle set. 
The bills with spear and axes met. 
And clositig dark on every side. 
Raged the ftill contest far and wide. 
Then was the strength of Douglas tried. 
And proved was IUmdolph*s generous pride. 
And weR did Stuart's actions grace 
The Sire of Scotland's royal race ! 
Firmly fhey kept their ground ; 
As firmly England onward pressM, 
And down went many a noble crest. 
And rent was many a valiant breast. 
And slaughter revels round. 

Unflinchmg foot 'gainst foot was set. 
Unceasing blow by blow was met ; 

The groans of those who fell 
Were drowned amid the shriller clang. 
That from the blades and harness rang. 

And in the battle yell. 

Yet fast they fell, unheard, forgot. 
Both Southern fierce, and hardy Scot ; 
And oh ! amid that waste of life. 
What various motives fired the strife ! 
Th* aspiring noble bled for fame. 
The patriot for his country*s claim, 
This knight his youthful strength to prove. 
And that to win his lady*s love : 
Some fought from rufifian thirst of Uood, 
From habit some or hardihood j 
But ruffian stem and soldier good. 
The noble and the slave. 



NARRATIVE A»D OESCRIPTiVK FtBCJSS. 9l 

From variow cadpe tte nme wild TOAd,'; 
On the same bloodjr «iorouig trode, ^ 

To that dark um, the gcave. s 

The tug of strife to flag begiiu. 
Though neither loses yet nor wins: 
High rides the s«Hi, thick rolls the dust. 
And feebler speeds the blow and tlirust. 
Douglas leans on his war sword now. 
And Randolph wipes his bloody brow $ 
Nor less had toiled each southern km^t. 
From mom till mid-day in the fight ; 
Strong Egremont for air must gasp^ 
Beauchamp undoes his vizor clasp. 
And Montague must quit his spear. 
And sinks thy falchion bold De Yere! . 
The blows of Berkley &li less &8t. 
And gallant Pembroke's bugle blast 

Hath lost its lively tone. 
Sinks Argentine thy battle word. 
And Percy's shout was fainter heard, Z 

** My merrymen, fight on !** 

Bruce with the pilot's weasy eye 
The slackening of Ihe storm could spf, 
" One eSort more, and Scotland's free ! "" 

'< Lord of the Isles, my trust in thee 
« Is firm as Ailsa's rock ! 
** Rush on with highland gword and taige, 
'* I with my Qarrick spearmep charge, 
" Now forward to the shock T 
At once the spears were fwrward thrown, 
j^ gainst the sun the broadswords shone, 
The pibroch lent its maddening tone, 
And loud King Robert's voice was known— 
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*•* Garrick press on, they &il, they fail ! 
** Press on brsive sons of Innisgail, 
** The foes are fainting &st, 
'^ Each strike for parent, child, and wife, 
" For Scotland, liberty, and Life,— 

'^ Tl^e battle cannot last !'* 
The fresh and desp*rate onset bore 
The foes three furlongs back and more, } 

Leaving their noblest in their gore. 

Alone De Argentine, 
Yet bears on high his red-cross shield, 
Gathers the reliques of the field. 
Renews the ranks where they have reded. 
And still makes good the line. 
Brief strife, but fierce his efforts raise 
A bright but momentary blaze. j 

Fair Edith heard the southern shout. 
Beheld them turning from the rout, 
Heard tlie wild call their trumpets sent, 
In notes *twixt triumph and lament 
That rallying force, combinM anew, 
AppearM in her distracted view. 
To hem the Islemen round ; 
" Oh Goid ! the combat they renew, 
^* And is no rescue found I 
'- And ye, that look thus tamely on. 
And see your native land o*erthrown. 
Oh ! are your hearts of fiesh or stone V* 






The multitude that watchM a^sir. 
Rejected from the ranks of war. 
Had not unmovM beheld the fight. 
When strove the Bruce for Scotland*s right ; 
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Each heart had caught the patriot spark. 

Old man and stripling, priest and clerk. 

Bondsman and serf; e^en female hand 

Stretch'd to the hi^chet or the totnd ; 

But when mute Amadine they heard 

Give to their zeal his signal word, 

A frenzy fired the throng ; 

^* Portents and miracles impeach 

*' Our sloth, the dumb our duties teach, 

*' And he that gives the mute his speech, 

** Can bid the weak be strong. J 

^ To us, as to our lords, are given 

" A native earth, a promised heaven ; 

*^ To us, as to our lords, belongs, 

*' The vengeance for our nation*s wrongs, 

** The choice *twixt death or freedom warms 

** Our breasts, as theirs,— 'to arms, to arms !** 

To arms they flew, axe, club or spear,— 

And mimic ensigns high they rear. 

And like a bannefd host, afar 

Bear down on Englaod^s wearied war. 

Already, scattered o'er the plain, 

Reproof, command, and counsel, rain. 

The rearward squadrons fled amain. 

Or made but doubtfid stay;— 
But, when they mark'd the seeming show 
Of fresh, and fierce, and marshall'd foe. 

The boldest broke array. 

Oh ! give their hapless Prince his due, — 

In vain the royal Edward threw 

His person *mid the spears, 

Cried, ** fight !** to terror and despair. 

Menaced and wept, and tore his hair. 

And cursed their caitiff fears, 
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Till Pembroke turned his bridle rein. 
And forced him from the fatal plain. 
With them ro<le Argentine, imtil 
They gained the sommit of the hill. 
But quitted there the train 3— 
I "In yonder field, a gage I left, — 

** I must not live of fame bereft, 

" I needs' must turn again. 
" Speed hence my liege, for on your trace 
*' The £ery Douglas takes the chace, 

" I know his banner well. 
•* God send my sov'reign joy, and bliss, 
'< And many a happier field than this! — 

** Once more my liege, ferewell/'— 

Again he fkced the battle field,— 

Wildly tliey fly,' are stem, or yield. 

*« Now then,** he said, and couched his spear, 

" My course is run, the goal is near, 

** One effort more, one brave career, 

" Must close idiis race of mine." 

Then in his stkraps rising high. 

He shouted loud his battle-cry, 

" St. James for Argentine ?" 
And of the bold |)UTSuers four. 
The gallant knight from saddle bore, 
But not unharmed, a lancets point 
Had found his breast-plate's loosen'd joint, 

An axe has razed his crest : 
Yet still on Colonsay*s fierce lord. 
Who pressed the chace with gory sword, 

He rode with spear in rest. 
And throt%h his bloody tartans bored, 

And'throngh his gallant breast. 
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NalFd to Jtbe earth, the Mountaineer ^ 
Yet writhed him up against the spear. 

And swung his broadsword round-^ 
Stirrup, steelboot, and cuisb gave way. 
Beneath that blow's tremendous sway. 

The blood gushed from the wound ; 
And the grim lord of Colonsay 

Hath tumM him on the ground. 
And lai^h*d in death pang, that his blade 
The mortal thrust so well repaid.-^ 

Now toird the Bruce, the battle done. 
To use his conquest nobly won ; 
And gave command for horse and spear, 
To press the ^southem^s scattered rear. 
Nor let his broken force combine, 

When the war cry of Argentine 

Fell &indy on his ear ! 

" Save, save his life,'* he cried, " oh save, 
** The kind, the noble, and the brave!*' 
The squadrons round free passage gave. 

The wounded knight drew near. 
He raised his red-cross shield no more, 
Helm, cuish, and breast-plate streamed with gore. 
Yet, as he saw the King advance. 
He strove even then, to couch his lance — 

This effort was in vain. 
The spur-stroke faiFd to rouse the horse. 
Wounded and weary, in mid-course 

He stumbled on the plain. 
Then foremost was the generous Bruce 
To raise his head, his helm to loose :— 

*' Lord Earl, the day is thine ! 
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The ducal robes of some old anoestor — 
That by the way— it may be true or false— 
But don*t fbiget the picture, and you will not 
When you have heard the tale they told me there r- 

She was an only child — ^her name GineTra^ 
The joy, the pride of an indulgent father ; 
And in her fifteenth year became a bride, 
Msgrrying an only son, Francesco Doria, 
Her playmate from her birth, and her first love. 

Just as she looks there in her bridal dress. 
She was all gentleness, all gaiety. 
Her pranks the favourite theme of every tongue. 
But now the day was come, the day, the hour. 
Now, frowning, smiling for the hundredth time. 
The nurse, that ancient lady, preached decorum ; 
And in ^e lustre of her yoeth, she gave 
Her hand, with her heart in it, to 'Francesco. ' 

Great was the joy; but at the nuptial feast. 
When all sate down, the bride herself was wanting. 
Nor was she to be found ! Her father cried, 
" *Tis but to make a trial of our love !" 
And filled his glass to «11— but his hand shook. 
And soon from guest to guest the panic spread. 
*Twas but that instant she had left Francesco, 
Laughing and looking back, and flying still, 
Her ivory tooUi imprinted on his finger : 
' But now, alas ! she was not to be found. 
Ner from that hour could any thing be guessed " 
But that she was not ? 

Weary of his life, 
Francesco flew to Venice^ and embarking. 
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Flung it away in battle with the Turk. 
Donati lived — and long might you have seen 
An old man wmndenng ai in quest of aomething. 
Something he could not find — ^be knew not what. 
When he was gone, the house remained awhUe 
Silent and tenantless — ^then went to strangers. 

Full fifty years were past, and all foigotteny 
When on an idle day, a day of seareb, 
l^d tiie old lumber in the gallery. 
That mouldering chest was noticed : and 'twas said 
By one as young, as thoughtless as Ginena, 
** Why not remove it firom its loiku^ place f ** 
ni'wafl done as soon as said : but on the way 
It bursty it fell ; and, lo! a skdeton. 
With here and there a pearl, an emerald stone, 
A golden clasp, ^asf^ng a shred of gotd. 
All dse had perished— save a wedding ring. 
And a small seal *ket mothei^s legacy. 
Engraven with a name, the name of both, 
" Ginevra," 

There then had she fbund a gravel 
< Within that chest had die concealed herself. 
Fluttering with joy, the happiest of the happy ; 
Wheal a jpringf locd[, that lay in ambush there, 
Fastened-her down for ever ! 
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THE I4ADT CHRISTABEL. 

Chieridge. ^ 

It was a lovely sight to see 
The lady Christabel, when she 
Was praying at the old oak tree* 

Amid the jagged shadows ^ 

Of mossy leafless boughs, 

KneeliDg in the moonlight, 

Xo make her gentle vows : 

M^ slender palms together prest. 
Heaving sometimes on her breast ; 
Her face resign'd to bliss or bale— 
Her face, oh call it fair not pale» 
And both blue eyes more bright than clear. 
Each about to have a tear. 

With open eyes (ah woe is me !) 
Asleep, and dreaming fearfully^ 
Fearfully dreaming, yet I wis. 
Dreaming that alone, which is— - 
O sorrow and shame I Can this be she. 
The lady, who knelt at the old oak tree ? 
And lo ! the worker of these harms. 
That holds the maiden in her arms, 
•Seems to slumber still and mild. 
As a mother with her child. 

A star haih set, a star hath risen, 
O Geraldine ! since arms of thine 
Qave been the loirely lady^s prison. 
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OGeraldine! one hour was thine — 
Thou had*st thy will ! Bjl taim and rill. 
The night-birds all that hour were still. 
But now they are.jubiliant anew. 
From cliff and tower, tu — ^whoo f tu— whoo ! 
Tu— whoo f tu — whoo ! from wood and fell ! 

And see ! the lady Christabel 
Gathers herself from out of her trance ; 
Her limbs relax, her countenance 
Grows sad and soft ; the smooth thin lids 
Close o^er her eyes ^ and tears she sheds— 
J^arge tears that leave the lashes bright ! 
And oft the while she seems to smile 
As, in&nts at a sudden li^ht \ 

« 

Yea, she doth smile, and she doth weep, 
Like a youthful hermitess. 
Beauteous in a wilderness^ 
Who, praying always, prays in sleep. 
And, if she move unquietly. 
Perchance, *tis but the blood so free. 
Comes back and tingles in her feet. 
No doubt, she hath a vision sweet* 
What if her guardian spirit Uwere 
What if she knew her mother near ? 
But this she knows, in joys and woes^ 
That saints will aid if men will calf: 
For the blue sky bends over all ! 
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PASSIONATE LOVER. 

Lord Bspron. 



' T?is sweet to hear 

At midnight on the blue and moonlit deep 

The song and oar of Adria*s gondolier, 
By distance mdlowM, Ver the waters sweep y 

Tis sweet to see the evening star appear ; 
Tis sweet to listen as the nightwinds creep 

Fvom leaf to leaf; 'tis sweet to rlew on high 

The rainbow, based on ocean, span the sky. 

Tis sweet to hear the watchdog's honest baik 
Bay deep-mouthed welcome as we draw near home ; 

Tis sweet to know there is an eye will mark 
Our coming, and look brighter when we come ; 

Tis sweet to be awakenM by the lark. 
Or luird by falling waters ; sweet the hum 

Of beesy the voice of girls, the song of birds. 

The lisp of children, and their earliest words. 

Sweet is the vintage, when the showering grapes 

In Bacchanal profusion red to earth 
Purple and gushing ; sweet are our escapes 

From civic revelry to rural mirth; 
Sweet to the miser are his glittering heaps ; 

Sweet to the father is his first-born's birth ; 
Sweet is revenge — especially to women. 
Pillage to sailors, prize-money to seamen. 
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Sweet is a legacy, and passing sweet 

The unexpected death of some old lady 
Or gentleman of seventy years complete, 

WhoVe made *< us youth'" wait too — too long already 
For an estate, or cash, or country seat, 

Still breaking, but with stamina so steac^, 
That all the Israelites are fit to mob its 
Next owner for their donble-damnM post-obits, 

Tis sweet to win, no matter how, one*s laurels 

By blood or ink; *ti8 sweet to put an end 
To strife; 'tis sometimes sweet to have our quarrels. 

Particularly with a tiresome friend; 
Sweet is old wine in bottles, ale in barrels ; 

Dear is the helpless creature we dofond 
Against the world ; and dear the schoolboy spot 
We ne*er forget, though there we are forgot. 

But sweeter still than this, than these, than all. 
Is first and passionate love. 



THE ANGEL OF THE WORLD. 



Croly. 



" The angels Hamth and Maruth bad spoken arrogantly of their power 
to resist the temptations which made man so often culpable, and they were 
sent down to earth to give proof of their virtae. A spirit was sent in the 
shape of a woman to tempt them, they withstood her sedoetioos until she 
had prevailed on them to drink wine ; they then gave way to all excesses at 
«nce, by revealing the words that raised men to angels ; they were jodged, 
and exiled from Heaven." 

Thb Angel sat enthroned within a dome 

Of alabaster, raised on pillars slight. 
Curtained with tissues that the earthly loom 
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Had never equalled, web of blossoms bright. 
Of all the flowers that drink the mornmg light* 
The roof was starred with buds, the flower festoon 
^ Waved from the columns of trandiueent whke. 
Breathing fresh odours to the mystic throne. 
That in their purple ihade, one glorious diamond shone* 

And still at nighty round pedestal and plinth. 
Those dewy flowers were lamps before the throne, 

All-coloured radiance ; there the hayacinth 
Beamed amethyst; the broad carnation shone 
In circling rays of pearl and ruby stone ; 

The myrtle buds poured down a diamond showery 
The tulip was the opal's changeful moon ^ 

An urn of lovely lustre every flower. 

Burning before the king of that illumin*d bower* 

And nestling in that arbour*s leafy twin^. 
From cedar^s top to violets peifumed bell. 

Were birds, now hushed, of forms and plumes divine^ 
That, ever as the rays upon them fell. 
Shot back such hues as stain the Indian shelly 

Touching the deep green shades with light from eyes 
Jacinth and jet, and blazing carbuncle. 

And gold dropt coronets, and wings of dyes 

Touched by the flowers and stars of t* ir own Paradise. 

The angel knew the warning of that storm. 

But saw the 'shuddering minstrers step draw near. 
And felt the whole deep witchery of her form. 

Her sigh was music*s echo to his ear; 

He loved— and true love ever banished fear. 
Now night had drooped on earth her raven wing; 

But in the arbour all was splendour clear ; 
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And like, twin spirits in its charmed ring; 

Shon^ that sweet child of earth, and t^t star dtademsd kiog 

For, whether 'twas the lights' unusoai glow. 

Or that some natural change had on her cooi^ 
Her look, though lovely still, was loftier now, 

Her tender cheek was flushed with brighter bloom i 

Yet in her azure eye there gathered gloom. 
Like evening's clouds across its own blue star, « 

Then would ar sudden flash its depths illume; 
And wore she but the wing and gemmed tiar. 
She seemed instinct with power to make the donda her car. 

She slowly raised her arm, thaf, bright as snow, - 

Gleamed like a rising meteor thro* the air, 
Sbeddiog white lustre on her turban*d brow ; 

She gazed on heaven, as wrapt in solemn prayer ; 

She still looked woman, but more proudly fsdr ; 
And as she stood and pointed to the sky. 

With that fixed look of loveliness and care^^ 
The Angel thought, and checked it with a sigh. 
He saw some Spirit fallen firom immortality. 

The silent prayer was done, and now she moved 

Faint to his footstool, and upon her knee,' 
Besought h^rlord, if in his heaven they loved. 

That, as she never more his face must see. 

She there might pledge her heart's fidelity. 
She turned, and plucked a cluster from the vine. 

And o'er a chalice waved it, with a sigh. 
Then, with bowed forehead, reared before the shrint 
The crystal cup. The Angel rose in wrath— 'twas wine ! 

She stood, she shrank, she tottered — down he spraiig'. 
With one hand clasped hef waist, with one upheld ^ 

»3 
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The vase— his ears with giddy murmurs rang s 
His eye iipon her dying cheek was spelled ; 
He glanced upon the brim— >its bright draught swelled 

Like liquid rose, its odour touched his brain ; 
He knew bis niin» but his soul was quelled ^ 

He shuddered — gazed upon her cheek again. 

Pressed ber pale lip, and to the last that cup did drain. 

Th^ Enchantress smiled, as still in some sweet dream. 

Then wakened in a long, delicious sigh, 
And on the bending spirit fixed the beam 

Of her de^ dewy, melancholy eye. 

The undone angel gave no more reply 
Than hiding his pale forehead in the hair 

That floated on her neck of ivory. 
And breathless pressing, with her ringlets fair. 
From his briglit eyes the tears of passion and despair. 



EARLY PREDILECTION FOR A SEA-FARING LIFE. 

Crabie. 



I LOVED to walk where none had walked before. 
About the rocks that ran along the shore ; 
Or far beyond the sight of men to stray. 
And take my pleasure when I lost my way ; 
For then 'twas mine to trace the hilly heath. 
And all the mossy moor that lies beneath ; 
Here had I favourite stations, where I stood 
And heard the murmurs of the ocean flood. 
With not a sound beside, except when flew 
Aloft the lapwing, or the grey curlew. 
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Who with wild notes my fancied power defied, 
And mock*d the dreams of solitary pride. 
I loved to stop at every credc and bay 
Made by the river in its winding way. 
And all to memory — ^not by marks they bare. 
But by the thoughts that were created thoe. 

Pleasant it was to view the sea-gulls strive 
Against the storm, or in the ocean dive. 
With eager scream, or when they dropping gave 
Their closing wings to sail upon the wave: 
Then as the winds and waters raged around. 
And breaking billows mix*d their deafening sound; 
They on the rolling deep securely hung. 
And calmly rode the restless waves among ; 
Nor pleased it less around me to behold, 
Far up the beach, the yesty sea-foam roU'd j 
Or from the shore upborne, to see on high. 
Its frothy flakes in wild confusion fly : 
While the salt spray that clashing billows form, 
Gave to the taste a feeling of the storm. 

TtUet of the HaiL 



MOONLIGHT VIEW OF RTLSTONE HALL. 

fVitrdswort/i 



From cloudless ether looking down, 
The Moon, this tranquil evening, sees 
A camp, and a beleaguered town. 
And castle like a stately crown 
On the steep rocks of winding Tees ; — 
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Andy southward (atf with moon betreeii, - 
Hill-topiy and floods, and forest green* 
The bright moon sees that valley small 
Where Rylstone*s old sequestered hall 
A venerable image yields 
Of quie^ to the neighbouring fields; 
While from one pillared chimney breathes 
The silver smoke^ and mounts in wreathes^ 
The courts are hushed ;.— for timely sleep 
The greyhounds to their kennel creep ; . 
The peacock in the broad ash-tree 
Aloft is roosted for the night* 
He^ who in proud prosperity 
Of colours manifold and bright 
Walked round, affronting the day-light ; 
And higher still, above the bower ' 
Where he is perched, from yon lone tower 
The halWlock in the clear moonshine 
With glittering finger points at nine. 
— Ah I who could think that sadness here 
Had any sway ? or pain or fear? 
A soft and lulling sound is heard 
Of streams inaudible by day ; 
The garden pooPs dark surface— stirred 
By the night insects in their play — 
Breaks into dimples small and bright^ 
A thousand, thousand rings uf light 
That shape themselves and disappear 
Almost as soon as seen :— and, lo ! 
Not distant far the milk-white doe : 
The same fair creature which was nigh 
Feeding in tranquillity, 
When Francis uttered to the maid 
His last words in the yew-tree shade ^— 
The same fair creature, who> hath found 
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Her way into forbidden ground : 

Where now, within this spacions plot 

For pleasure made, a goodly spot. 

With lawns, and beds of flowersy and diades 

Of trellis-work in long arcades. 

And cirque and crescent framed by wall 

Of close-clipt foliage green and tall. 

Converging walks, and fountains gay^ 

And terraces in trim array, — 

Beneath yon cypress spiring high. 

With pine and 6edar spreading wide 

Their daiksome boughs on either side, « 

In open moonlight doth she lie ^ 

Happy as others of her kind. 

That, far from human neighbourhood. 

Range-unrestricted as the wind— 

Throi^h park, or chase, or savage wood. 

But where at this still hour is she. 
The consecrated Emily ? 
Even while I speak, behold the maid 
Emerging from the cedar shade 
To open moonshine, where the doe 
Beneath a cypress-spire is laid ^ 
Like a patch of April snow. 
Upon a bed of herbage green, 
LiogeriDg in a woody glade. 
Or behind a rocky screen; 
Lonely relict which, if seen 
By the shepherd, is passed by 
With an inattentive eye. 
1— Nor more regard doth she bestow 
Upon tiie uncomplaining doe I 

Yet the tnesk creature was not free, 
Erewhile, from some perplexity : 
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For thrice hath sl^ approached, this day, 
The thought-bewildered Emily ; 
Endeavouring, in her gentle way. 
Some smile or look of love to gain,— 
Encouragement to spoil or play ; 
Attempts which by the unhappy maid 
Have ail been slighted or gainsaid. 
— O welcome to the viewless breeze, 
'Tis fraught with acceptable feeling, 
And instantaneous sympathies 
Into the sufierer*s bosom stealing; — 
Ere she hath'reached yon rustic shc^. 
Hung with late-flowering woodbine spread 
Along the walls and overhead. 
The fragrance of the breathing flowers 
Revives a memory of those hours 
When here, in this remote alcove^ 
(While from the pendant woodbine came 
Like odours, sweet as if the same) 
A fondly anxious mother strove 
To teach her salutary fears 
And mysteries above her years. 
—Yes, she is soothed : — ^an image faint-^ 
And yet not faint— a presence bright 
Returns to her ;-i-*ti8 that bless*d saint 
Who with mild looks and language mild 
Instructed here her darling child. 
While yet a prattler on the knee. 
To worship in simplicity 
The invisible God, and take for guide 
The faith reformed and purified. 

Tis gone— <the vision and the sense 
Of that beguiling influence! 
But oh ! thou angel from above. 
Thou spirit of maternal love. 
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That 8tobd*rt before my eyes, msxee clear 
Than ghosts are fabled to appear - 
Sent up on embassies of fear ; 
As thou thy presence hast to me 
Vouchsafed — ^in radiant ministry 
Descend on Francis : — ^through the air 
Of this sad earth to him repair — 
Speak to him with a voice, and say. 
That he must cast despair away ! 



THE CONVENT OF LAVEKNA. 

Barry CornwalL 
-_— o 

There is a lofty spot. 
Visible amongst the mountains Apennine, 
Where once a hermit dwelt, not yet forgot. 
He or his famous miracles divine^ 
And there the convent of Laverna stands 
In solitude, built up by saintly hands. 
And deemed a wonder in the elder time. 
Chasms of the early world are yawning there, 
And rocks are seen, craggy, and vast, and bare ; 
And many a dizzy precipice sublime. 
And caverns dark as death, where the wild air. 
Rushes from all the quarters of the sky ; 
Above, in all his old regality. 
The monarch eagle sits upon his throne. 
Or floats upon the desert winds, alone. 
Ther^ belted *round and *round by forests drear. 
Black pine, and giant beech, and oaks that rear 
Their brown diminished heads like shrubs between. 
And guarded by a river that is seen 
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Flashing and wandering through the dell below, 
Laveraa stands.-i-It is a place of woe. 
And ^midst its cold dim aisles and cells of gloom. 
The pale Franciscan meditates his doom. 



BLANCHE OF D£VAK. 



Scott, 



All in the Trosach*s glen was still. 
Noontide was sleeping on the hill : 
Sudden his guide whooped loud and high--- 
" Murdoch ! was that a signal cry?"— 
He stammered forth — *< I shout, to scare 
*• Yon raven from his dainty fare."— 
He locked— he knew the raven's prey, 
His Qwn brave steed :— << Ah ! gallant grey ! 
** For th<e— for me perchance — 'twere well 
^ We ne^er had seen the Trosach*s dell.-^ 
** Murdoch— move first— but silently; 
*' Whistle or whoop— and thou shaltdie." 
Jealous and sullen on they fared. 
Each silent, each upon his guard. 

Now woimd the path its dizzy ledge. 
Around a precipice's edge, 
When, lo ! a wasted female form 
Blighted by wrath of sun and storm« 
In tattered weeds and wild array. 
Stood on a diff beside the way. 
And glancing round her restless eye. 
Upon the wood, the rock, the sky. 
Seemed nought to mark, yet all to spy. 
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Her brow was wreathed with gaudy broom ; . 
With gesture wild ! she waved a plume 
Of feathers which the eagles fiingt 
To crag and cliff from dusky wing ; 
Such spoils her desperate step had sought* 
Where scarce was footing for the goat* 
The tartan plaid she first descried. 
And shrieked, till all the rocks repHed | - 
As loud she laughed when near they drew. 
For then the lowland garb she knew ; 
And then her hands she wildly wnmg. 
And then she wept, and then she sung* 
She sung !— the voice, in better time. 
Perchance to harp or lute might chime ; 
And now though strained and roughened, still 
Rung wildly sweet to dale and hill. 

t 
*- They bid me sleep, they bid me pray* 

** They say my brain is warped and wrung— 
*' I cannot sleep on highland brae, 

'* 1 cannot pray in highland tongue ; 
" But were I now where Allan glides* 
(< Or heard my naltive Devan*s tides. 

So sweetly would I rest and pray 

That heaven would close my wintry day ! 



«< 



'* 'Twas thus my hair they bade me braid* . 

'^ They bade me to the church repair \ 
'^ It was my bridal mom they said, 

'* And my true love would meet me thqre. 
'* But woe betide the cruel guile 
" That drowned in blood the morning smile 1 
^' And woe betide the fairy dream ! 
" I only waked to sob and scream.*' 



114 BBAUTIBS'lOP THE MODERN POETS. 

'* Who -is this maid? what means her lay? 
** She hovere o'er the hollow way, 
** And flutters wide her mantle grey, 
'* As the lone heron spreads his wing, 
*^ By twilight, o*er a haunted spring t** 

" 'Tis Blanche of Devan,V Murdoch said, 

" A crazed and captive lowland maid, 

^^ Ta'en on the morn she was a hride, 

** When Roderick foraged Devan side. 

** The gay bridegroom resistance made, 

** And felt our chiefs unconquered blade. 

** I marvel she is now at large, 

** But oft she 'scapes from Maudlin's chaige.— 

** Heoce^ brain-sickfool I"— he raised his bow :•— 

" Now if thou strik*st her but one blow, 

** I'll pitch thee from the cliff, as far 

** As ever peasant pitched a bar.'' 

^ Thanks, champion, thanks !" the maniac cried. 

And pressed her to Fitz-James's side. 

<* See the grey pennons I prepare, 

*• To seek my true-love through the air ! 

" I will not lend that savage groom, 

** To break his fell, one downy plume ; ' 

^* No ! deep amid disjointed stones, 

** The wolves shall batten on his bones ; 

** And then shall his detested plaid, 

^' By bush and briar in mid air staid, 

•* Wave forth a banner fair and free, 

** Meet signal for their revelry.' 



9» 



** Hush tbee, poor maiden, and be still !*' 

O ! thou look'st kindly, and I will. — 

Mine eye has dried and wasted beeh. 
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** But still it loves the Lincoln g;ieeB $ 
'' And though mine ear is all unstruDg» 
** Stilly still it loves the lowland tongue. 

^' For O, my sweet IVilliam was foresteir true, 

^ He stole poor Blanche*s heart away ! 
'' His coat it was all of the greenwood hue^ 

** And so blithely he trilled the lowland lay! 
** It was not that I meant to t^ 
*' But thou art wise and guessest well,'' 

Then, in a low and broken tone^ 
And hurried note, the song went on. 
Still on the clansman, fearfully. 
She fixed her i^;»|»ehen8ive eye ; 
Then turned it on the knight, and then 
Her look glanced wildly o*er the glen. 



« 

« 



The toils are pitehed, the stakes are set, 
*^ Ever sing merrily, merrily; 
The bows ttiey bend» and the knives they wet. 
Hunters live cheerily* 






** It was a stag, a stag of ten,* 
Bearing his branches sturdily ; 
He came stately down the glen. 
** Ever sing hardily, hardily. 

" It was there he met with a wounded doe^ 
She was bleeding deathfully ; 
She warned him of the toils below, 
O, so faithfully, faithfully ! 

* Hhiiag ttn braiuAM on hit uUtrt. 



« 
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'' He had an eye, and he could heed, 

** Ever sing warily, warily 5 
" He had a foot, and he could speed— 

** Hunters watch so narrowly*'* 

Fitz-James*8 mind was passion-tossed 
When EUen^s hints and fears were lost ; 
But Murdoch's shout suspicion wrought. 
And Blanche^s song couviction hrought. 
Not like' a stag that spies the snare. 
But Uon of the hunt aware, 
He waved atpnce his blade on high, 
** Disclose thy treachery, or die !" 

Forth at full speed the clansman flew ; 
But in his race his Bow he drew. 
The shaft just grazed Fitz-James*s crest^ 
And thrilled in Blanche's faded breast* 

Murdoch of Alpine ! prove thy speed. 
For ne*er had Alpine's son such need ! 
With heart of fire, and foot of wind, 
The fierce avenger is behind ! 
Fate judges of the rapid strife-^ 
The forfeit death, the prize is life ! 
Thy kifidred ambush lies before. 
Close couched upon the heathery moor; 
Them could'st thou reach !— It may not be. 
Thine ambushed kin thou ne*er shalt see, 
The fiery Saxon gains on thee ! 
Resistless speeds the deadly thrust. 
As lightning strikes the pine to dust; 
With foot and hand Fitz- James must strain 
Ere he can wind his blade again* 



4$ 
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Bent o*er the fallen, with folcon eye, 
He grimly smiled to see hun die ; 
Then slower wended back his way. 
Where the poor maiden bleeding lay. 

She sate beneath the birchen tree. 

Her elbow resting on her knee ; 

She had withdrawn the fatal shaft. 

And gazed on it, and feebly laughed 3 

Her wreath of broopi and feathers grey, 

Daggled with blood, beside her lay. 

The Knight to stamich the life-stream tried,*— 

Stranger, it is in vain !** she cried. 

This hour of death has given me more 
*^ Of reason^s power than years before i 
^ For as these ebbing veins decay, « 

My frenzied visions fade away* 

A helpless, injured wretch I die. 

And something tells me in thine eye^ 
** That thou wert mine avenger bom»— 
** Seest thou this tress?— O! still Tve worn 
** This little tress of yellow hair, 
** Through danger, frenzy, and despair ! 
** It once was bright and clear as thine, 
** But blood and tears have dimmed its shine. 
** I will not tell thee when *twas shred, 
"^ Nor from what guiltless victim*8 bead,— 
'* My brain would turn ! — but it shall wave 
^ Like plumage on thy helmet brave, 
^* Till sun and wind shall bleach the stain, 
'* And thou wilt bring it me again.— 
** I waver still ! O, God J more bright 
** Let Reason besMn her parting light ? 
** O, by thy knighthood*s honoured sign, 
*^ And for thy life^ preserved by mine. 



« 
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'* When thoa sfaalt see a darksome man, 
** Who boasts him chief of Alpine^s clan, 
'* With tartans broad and shadowy plume, 
*' And hand of bloody and brow of gloom, 
** Be thy heart bold, thy weapon strong, 
** And wreak poor Blanche of Devan^s wrong ! 
*^ They watch for thee by pass and fell.. .. 
" Avoid the path O, God! farewell r 

A kindly heart had braye FltzJames, 
Fast poured his eye at pity*s claims ; 
And now, with mingled grief and ire. 
He saw the murdered maid expire. 
** Qod, in my need, be my relief, 
•' As I wreak this on yonder chief! " 
A lock from Blanche*s tresses feir. 
He blended with her bridegroom's fair. 
The mingled braid in blood he dyed. 
And placed it on his bonnet^s side : 
•* By him whose word is truth, I swear, 
'' No other favxrar will I wear, 
*^ Till this sad token I embrue 
** In the best bk)od of Roderick Dhu!** 



THE AURORA BORBALIS. 



Croly* 



Thb Heaven was one blue \'ault, mlaid with gems. 
Thick as the concave of a diamond mine. 

Bat firom the nortii now shoot quick phosphor beams, 
That o*er the moont their purple net entwine— 
The smallest stsrs fliroiigh that vweethistiv dune ; 
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It shakes, it spreads, its glorious streamers die : 

Again light quivers on the horizon's line, 
A surge of violet lustre fills the sky. 
Then sinks, still flashing, dancing everlastingly. 

But wilder wonder smote their shrinking eyes : 
A vapour plunged upon the vale from heaven, 

Gloomy as night ; it towered of mountain size ; 
From its high crater columned smokes were driven;' 
It heaved within, lis if pent flames had striven 

With mighty winds to burst their prison hold. 
Till from the summit to the vale *twa8 riven 

With angry light, that seemed in cataracts rolled. 

Silver, and sanguine steel, and the fierce burning gold. 

The black volcano gave a hollow roar. 

An earthquake groan that told convulsion near : 
Out rushed the iHirden of its burning core — 

Myriads of fiery globes, as daylight clear. 

The sky was filled with flashing sphere on sphere. 
Shooting straight upwards t<5 the zenith*s crown. 

The stars were blasted in that splendour drear ; 
'the land beneath in wild distinctness shone. 
From the far billow to the desert's pale red zone. 

The globes have gone to heights above all gaze. 
And now returning, look like moonlight rain; 

But, halfway down, again out flash their rays; 
War floods the sky, they cross, whirl, burst in twain. 
Scattering the night from mountain, vale, and main ; 

Or round the concave, as the storm retires. 
Like mighty serpents draw the mazy train; 

Gigantic sweeps of green, gold, jwarlet q;kiies. 

With pearl and diamond heads, instinct with living fires. 
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THE ROMANCE OF YOUTH. 

Hamilton. 



There was a youngster boy of golden mind. 
Not many years agone, who with his mother, 

In humble bouse did sweet seclusion find ; 
No other relative he had*— no brother 
To link him with mankind ; no friend to smother 

Fantasies wild and dim ; no sister young, 
To woo and win, far surer than another. 

His nature from its dreams, and with sweet tongue, 

To'Scatter silver sounds his listening thoughts among. 

His mother was a gentle woman, one ' 

That could not thwart him, she did love him so ; 
Her hopes did grow like ivy round her son ; 

And yet his dreaming mind did woik her woe; 

She deemed he would be happier, would he know 
Less of the essences o! things — and less 

Of solitary mysteries, that throw 
The mind upon itself. And be would press 
Her hand, and say he would forsake all loneliness. 

But like the certain backward flow of rivers. 

His thoughts would course again to their romanee ; 
And as the light upon the water quivers, 

So would his mind upon its wonders dance. 

And he would sit for hours listening the prance 
Of barbed steed « watdiiag the steeled knights 

That went, in olden days, with targe and lance 
To succour ladies &ir; such dazzling sights 
Were unto him rachantment— magic to bis nights. 
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Oh, 8unn*d fomanoe! spirit of Spenser's soDgl 

Spirit of moonlight weida^—of ladies* eyes j — 
Spirit of high ethereal hearts that long 

To beat fo ever !— Spirit of golden skies. 

And winter cloud, that like a giant lies 
Slumbering in heairy gloom the livelong day t—* 

Spirit of love! sole light from paradise. 
Brought by the wandering two >^-ah, who shall say 
Our dreaming boy was wrong, who loved thy proud array ^ 

Some say that from the cradle he was prcHie 

To strange ddights, unlike his simple kind; 
That he did love to lie and be alone, 

To creep from out his bed, when night was blind, 

And listen at the window to the wind. 
Singing in lofty elms ;— to feed his eyes. 

Which then were dark, and deep, and foil of mind. 
With sight of the wan moon in draert skies, 
Till tears to those two orbs, like night stars would arise. 

And as he grew, when evening meekly came 

With dusk feet to the earth, he slilv took 
His supper to the wood, and ate the same 

Beneath some towering pmes^ that blackly shook 

0*er him their raven heads : and he forsook 
All thoughts of home in that old forest throng. 

Till the air dropt, and the unwearied brook 
Told wooing stories as it coiled along, 
Winning him from, dark thoughts of mystery and wrong. 

The colour of his young years did not fade 
With later ones,-r-bat glowed upon his heart 

Even on tiie edge €( maabood, as the braid 
Of light on mtnnuogfB loi^ead bears its part 
la niakhi^ifffBiiig loffiiy $-4m would iteit 
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To hear the murmuriDgpine, as when a child :-^ 

Oh, Katme I ever beautiful thou art 
To those on whose young eyes thine own have smiled. 
And of their youth, through thee, they never are beguiled.- 

He hung, entranced, o^er a few wild books 

Of elder time, and made them living things; 
There was a music in his silent looks. 

As left there from his soul*s athmed strings ; 

He gaye up all dim walks — ^wood wanderings, 
And in his chamber sat, as he had been 

No living boy ; but there he framed him wings 
To bear him o^er dim flowers and pastoral green. 
And float him amid leaves where Joyance lay serene. 

His mother grieved ;— and he had surely pined 

At her depression, but he saw it not. 
From his abstraction and romance of mind ; 

But he did feel as one that wears, I wot, 

With an overpowering presence ; for his lot 
Was pain and melancholy ; — ^he did bredc. 

Like one far gone in eld,-*-his hand grew hot 
And tremulous, and he of nights did wake, ' 
Watching the stars their posts on skyey turrets take. 



But illness lodged itself within his frame. 

And made a leaden thing of his wild eye ; 
It hung i^n him like the thirst of fame, 

But worked within iHm deeper injury ; 

His cheek grew hoHow, and his prened lips dry, 
And o^er his iimbs crept slothful lasaitade^ 

He look*d aaxiiie Hal moifr tinkdohm and die^ 
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For by the day he lay in languid mood, 

And night was scavcely more fitted up wi& sotitode. 

Ceites, it was right sorrowful to see 

So very gentle and inspired a chAd, 
Wearing away, as so it seemed to be. 

And going to his grave serene and mild : 

The warrior's heart, that is so fiery wild. 
Breaks — and a flood of glory streams aronnd i'^ 

But where youth in its quiet is beguiled 
Tp the chill tomb/ it dodi the gaser wound; 
Wot there no beauty is — no breath— no sight — ^no sound ! 

At night he felt a longing to be thrown^ 

Into some forest dun, where trees were thick. 
And water very cool : to make a throne 

Of some quaint bank^ and in a pleasant trick 

Of idleness, a coronal to pick 
t)f lilies of the water for his head,— 

And ever while his pulse was beating quick 
With pain, he sweet things of the summer said. 
And framed this little song upon his midnight bed. 

O, melon-scented lily t 

O, water queen of flowers ! 
When shall I see the silver waves. 
Dancing around thee, like sweet slaves 

To beauty in its bowers 5 • 

When shall I take an earthly part 
In honourfaig thy golden heart T 

O, pretty rose autumnal ! 
O, fairy queen of trees ! 
When may Iteaoe thy genffle buds, 
iMk tteir emekud tCAds, 
o 2 



■■\ 
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In their greao pialaoes : 
Wiien see thy vernal velvet iUl» 
Under thy ruby coronal ? 

The sound of' forest musicy 
The water song of streams. 

Are become dim and strange to me. 

As musiqgji of old witchery ; 
Byt in my fitful dreams. 

And in my waking weary hours. 

Spirits come to me, as from flowers. 



CHBNEVIEVE. 

Coleridge. 



All thoughts, all passions, all delights. 
Whatever stirs this mortal frame, 
Are all but ministers of Love, 

And feed his sacred flame. 

Oft in my waking dreams do I 
Live o*er again tluit happy hour. 
When midway on the mount I lay» 
Beside tfie mined tower. 

The moonshine, stealing o*er the sceoe^l 
Had blended witbthe l%bts of eve ; 
And she waa there» my hope^ my joy« 
My^owtt dm Qenemve I 
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She leant against Hie armed mailp 
The statue of tbft armed kniglit; 
She stoed and listened to my lay». 
Amid tke tingering^ lig^ 

Few sorrows hath die of her own^ 
My hope! my joy I niyGcaenevel 
She loves me best» wlMne*er I sing 

The soDgfl tiiat make her grieve. 

I played a aofl and doief ul air» 
I sang an old and mioving story^^ 
An old rude song» that suited wdl 
That jrnin wild and hoary. 

She listen*d with a flitting bllld^ 
With downcast eyes and modest giaoe^ 
For well she knew I could not chnsH 
But gaze Hpon.her fisce. 

I told her of the knight that wore 
Upon his shield a^ burning brand ^ 
And that for ten long years he wooed 
The Lady of the Land* 

I told her howhe i»ned; and ahf 
The deep, the low, the pleading tone 
With which I sang ano^er^s loi«» 
Interpreted my o#n» 

She listened with a flitting bhnh. 
With downcast eyes and modest gittee. 
And she foigave me, tint I gased 
Too fondly on her liMe f 
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But when I told the cruel seom 
^Riat craxed that* bold and ioTely Knight^ 
And that he croased the moimtaiD-woods^ 
Norrested day nor night ; 

That Bometimea'from the savage den. 
And sometimea from the darksome shade^ 
And sometime* starting up^at obce 
In green and' sunoy glade^ 

There came and looked him in the fece 
An angely beavi^M and bright; 
And that he knew it was a fiend, 

• 

This miserable Knight !' 

And that unknowing what he did^ 
He leap*4 amid a murderous band. 
And saved from outrage worse than death 
The Lady of the Land! 

And how shewept^ and daspthis knees ;, 
And how she tended him in vain--«» 
And erer strove to expiate 

The score that crazed his brain. 

And that she nursed him in a caye ^ 
And bow his madness went away, 
When on the yellow forest leaves 
A dying man he lay. 

His dying wor(d»«<-but wheurl iseached 
That tenderest strain of all the ditty. 
My fuiltering voice and pausing harp 
Disturbed her soul with pi^ » 
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All imptilfles of soul and sense 

Had tbriird my guileless Genevieve ^ 

The musicy and the doleful tale. 

The rich and balmy eve ; 

And hopes, and fears that kindle hope. 
An undistinguishable throng* 
And gentle wishes long subdued. 

Subdued and cherished long ; 

She wept with pity and delight. 

She billed with love and virgin shame a 

And like the murmur of a dream» 

I heard her breathe my name. 

Her bosom heav'd^— «he stept aside^ 
As conscious of my lock she stept— 
Then suddenly, with timorous eye. 
She fled to me and wept 

« 

She half enclosed me with her. arms, ^ 
She pressed, me with a meek, embrace ; 
And bending back her head, look*d up^ 
And gazed upon my face. 

*Twas partly love and partly fear. 
And partly 'twas a bashful art. 
That I might rather feel than see^ 
The swelling of her heart 

I ealm*d h^fears, and she was calm, i 

And told her loye with virgin prides 
And 10 I won my Genevieve, 

My bright and beauteous bride. 



i 
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THE C4^-AWAY SHIP. 

Montgomery^ 



The subjects of the two followlnf Poems were suggested by the loss of the 
Blenheim, commanded by Sir Thomas Trowbridge, ^iefa was separatedr 
from the vessels under fts otavoy, darftig^s storm in the Indian Ocean.— 
The Admiral's son afterwards made a voyage, without success, ki search. 
of his father. — Trowbridge was one of Nelson's captains at the battle of 
the Nile» but his ship unfortunately ran a-ground a» he was bearini^ 
dowp on the ehemy. 



A TBSSEL saiPd from Atbion^t shore. 

To utmost India bound, 
It*s crest a heroes pendant bore. 

With broad sea laurek eiown*d. 
In many a fierce and noble fight. 
Though foilM on that Egyptian nighty 

When Gallia^s host was drown*d. 
And If Bison o*er his country*s foes. 
Like the des^ying angel rose* 

A gay and gallant company. 

With shouts that rend the air. 
For warrior^wreaths upon the s6a. 

Their joyfhl brows prepare ; 
But many a maiden^s sigh was sent^ 
And many a mother*s blessing went^ 

And many a father's ptayer„ 
With that exulting ship to sea. 
With that undaunted compaQ.s[^ 
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The deep, that, Itte a cradM dftM, 

In breathing dumber lay. 
More warmly blurii^d, more sweedy imfltd* 

As foae the fcindling day ; 
Through ocean^s mirror, dark and clear. 
Reflected skies and clouds appear 

In moming^s rich array ; 
The land is lost, the waters glow, 
Tis htaTen above, aroand, below* 

Blajestic o*er the sparkling tide. 

See the tall vessel sail. 
With swelling wings, in shadowy pride^ 

A swan before the gate ; 
Deep-laden merchants rode behind ; 
— ^But, fearful of the fickle wind, 

Britannia*s cheek grew pale. 
When, lessening through the flood of Hghl^ 
Their leader vanish'd from ber stgbt. 

Oft had she haiPd its trophied prow^ 

Victorious from the war. 
And banner*d masts that would not bow. 

Though riven with many a scar; 
Oft had her oaks their tribute brought^ 
To rib its flanks, with thunder iraught ; 

But late her evil star 
Had cursed it on its homewatd way, 
— ** The spoiter shall become the prey.** 

Thus wam*d, Britannia's aaxioas haul 

Throbbed with prophetic woe. 
When she bebdd that slup depart, 

A fair ill-omen*d show ! 

o a 
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So views ttfe motliery tbrough hfit tearv ^ 
The daughter of h^ hopes and fears* 

"Wbea hectic beanties glow 
On the frail cheek, where sweetly bloom 
The roset of ao eady teoshu 

No fears the brave adventurers knew* 
Peril and death they,^um*d ; 

Like full-fledged eagles forth they flewj 
Jove's birds, that proudly burn'd, 

In battle-hurripanes to wield 

His lightnings on the billowy field ; 
And taany a look they tum*d 

0*er the blue waste of waves, to 43py 

A Gallic ensign in the sky. 

But not to crush the vaunting foe, 

jht combat on the main. 
Nor perish by a glorious blow. 

In mortal triumph slain. 
Was their unutterable fate ;. 
—That story would the.muse relate. 

The song might rise in vain ; 
In Ocean^s deepest, darkest bed. 
The secret slumbers with the dead. 

On Indians long-expecting strand 
Their saOs were never furPd ; 

Never on known or friendly land,. 
By storms their keel was hurl'd : 

Their native soil no more they trod,. 

They rest beneath no hallow'd sod : 
Throughout the living world. 

This sole memorial of their lot 

Remains,— they werc^ and they are not. 
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The Spirit of the Gape* punned 

Their long and toilsome way ; 
At length, in ocean solitude* 

He sprang upon his prey ; 
** Havoc !** the ship^nreck-demon cried. 
Loosed all his tempests on the tide, 

Gave all his lightnings play : 
The abyss lecoiFd before the blas^ 
- Firm stood the seamen till the last* 

Like shooting stars athwart the gloom 

The merchant sails were spread ; 
Yet oft, before its midnight doom. 

They marked the high mast head 
Of that devoted vessel, tost 
By winds and floods, now seen, now lost"; 

While every gun-fire spread 
A dimmer flash, a fainter roar ; 
— ^At length they saw, they heard no more. 

There are to whom that ship was dear. 

For love and kindred*s sake ; 
When these the voice of Rumour hear. 

Their inmost heart shall quake. 
Shall doubt, and fear, and wish, and grieve^ 
Believe, and long to unbelieve. 

But never cease to ache ; 
Still doom*d, in sad suspense, to bear 
The hope that keeps alive despair. 

• The Cape of Good Hope* formerlycaUedtht Capt of Stormi^-^ee 
Camonu^ LuHad, Book V. 
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THE SEQUEL. 



Hb sought his sire from shore to shore. 

He sought him day by day ; 
The prow he tracked was seen no mor^ 

Breasting the ocean- spray ; 
Yet, as the winds his voyage sped, 
He saird above his father's head. 

Unconscious where it lay. 
Deep, deep beneath the rolling main : 
—He sought his sire,-^he sought in vain^ 

Son of the brave ! no longer weep ; 

Still with affection true. 
Along the wild disastrous deep 

Thy father*s course pursue : 
FuU in his wake of glory steer. 
His spirit prompts thy bold career. 

His compass guides thee through : 
So, while thy thunders awe the sea, 
Britain shall find thy sire in thee. 



DON* JUANT AND JB^AIDEE, THE LADY OP THE 

CAVE. 

Byroiti. 



— — <K 



Tbsn was the cordial pour'd,^ and mantle flung 
Around his scarce-clad limbs ; and the fair arm 

Raised higher the faint head which o*er it hung ; 
And her transparent cheek, all pure and warm 



Pi]1ow*d his cEe&th-4ike fbrehead ; then she wrung 
His dewy cdrls, long drenchM hy every storm ; 
And watchM with eagerness each throb that drew 
A sigh fiotD. his heav^ bosom-^and her's too. 

And lifting tarn with care into the cave. 
The gentle girl and her attendant,— «ne 

Toung, yet her elder, and of brow less grave^ 
And more robust of figure — ^then begun 

To kindle fire, and as the new flames gave 
Light to the rocks that roof M them, which the swi 

Had never seen^ the maid, or whatsoe'er 

She was^ appeared distinct, and tall, and fair. 

Her brow was ov^hnng with coins of gold. 
That sparkled o*er the auburn of her hair. 

Her clustering hair, whose longer locks were rolPd 
In braids behindhand though her stature won 

Even of the highest for a female mould. 

They nearly reachM her heel ; and in her air 

There was a something which bespoke command^ 

As one who was a lady in the land. 

Her hair, I said, was auburn ; but her eyes 
Were black as death — their lashes the same hue. 

Of downcast length, in whose silk shadow lies 
Deepest aitraction, for when to the view 

Forth from its raven fringe the fuU glance flies, 
,Ne*er wifh such force the swiftest arrow flew; 

^is as the snake late coiVd, who pours his lengthy 

And hurls at once his venom and his strength. 

Htf brow was white and low^ her cheek*s pure die^ 
Like twilight rosy still with the set sun ; 
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Short upper lip^-cweet lips ! that make us sigh 
^ Evei: to have seen such ; for she was one 
Fit for the model of a statuary : 

(A race of mere impostors^ when all's done— 
iVe seen much finer women, ripe and real. 
Than all the nonsense of their stone ideal.) 

ril tell you why I say so, for His just 
One should, not rail without a decent cause,—* 

There was an Irish lady, to whose bust 
Itne^er saw justice done, and yet she was 

A frequent model ; and if e*er she must 
Yield to stem Time and Nature's wrinkling lawi^ 

They will destroy a face which mortal thought 

Ne*er compass'd, nor less mortal chisel wrought. 

And such was she, the lady of the cave ; 

H^r dress was very difierent froitfthe Spanish, 
Simple, and yet of colours not so grave : 

For, as you know, the Spanish women banish 
Bright hues when out of doors, and yet, while wave 

Around them (what I hope will never vanish) 
The basquina and the mantilla, they 
Seem at the same tune mystical and gay. 

But with our damsel this was not the case : 
Her dress was many-colour*d, finely spun ; 

Her locks curFd negligently round her face, 
But through them gold and gems profusely shone ; 

Her girdle sparkled, and the richest lace 
Flowed in her veil, and many a precious stone 

Flashed on her little hand; but, what was shocking^ 

Her small snow feet had slippers^ but no stocking. 
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And forth th^y wandered, her .sire being gon«^ 

As I have said, upon an expedition ; 
And mother, brother, guardian, she had none. 

Save Zoe, who, fJthough with due precision 
She waited on her lady with the sun. 

Thought daily service was her only mission. 
Bringing warm water, wreathing her long tresses. 
And asking now and then for cast off dressea. 

1^ • • • •* 

It was the cooling hour^ just when the rounded 
Red sun sinks down behind the azure hill. 

Which then seems as if the whole earth it bounded^ 
Circling all nature, husVd, and dim, and still. 

With the far mountain-crescent half surrounded 
On one side, and the deep sea calm and chill 

Upon:the other, and the rosy sky. 

With one star sparkling through it like an eye. 

And thus they wanderM fortii, and hand in hand. 

Over the shining pebbles and the shells. 
Glided along the smooth and hardened sand, 

Aifid in the worn and wild receptacles 
Work'd by the storms, yet work'd as it were planned. 

In hollow halls, with sparry roofs and cells. 
They tum*d to rest ; and, each clasped by an arm^ 
Yielded to the deep twilights purple chamu 

They look*d up to the sky, whose floating gla^ 
Spread like a rosy ocean, vast and bright ; 

They gazed upon the glittering sea below. 

Whence the broad moon rose circling into sight; 

They heard the wavers splash, and the wind so low. 
And saw each other's dark eyes darting light 

Into each other — and,- beholding this. 

Their lips drew near, and clung into a kiss ; 
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A long, loiiig kissy^ a kiss of youth, and Idve, 

And beauty, all concentrating l&e rays 
Into one focus, kindled from above 3 

Such kisses as belong to early days. 

• • • • V • 

They were alone, bat not alone as they 
Who shut in chambers think it loneliness; 

The silent ocean, and the star-light bay, 

The twilight glow, which momently grew less. 

The voiceless sands, and dropping caves, that lay 
Around them, made them to each other press^ 

As if there were no life beneath the sky 

Save theirs, and that their life could never die. 
• • • • • 

Haidee was Nature^s bride, and knew not this : 
Haidee was Passion^s child, bom where the sun 

Showers triple light, and scorches even the kiss 
Of his gazelle-eyed daughters ; she was one 

Made but to love, to feel that she was his 
Who was her chosen : what was said or done 

Elsewhere was nothing— ^he had nought to fear, 

Hope, care, nor love beyond,— her heart beat here. 

And now *twas done— on the lone shore were plighted 
Their hearts : the stars, their nuptial torches, shed 

Beauty upon the beautiful they lighted ; 
Ocean their witness, and the cave their bed. 

By their own feelmgs hallow*d saad united. 
Their priest was Solitude, and they were wed : 

And they were happy, for to their young eyes 

Each was an angel, and earth paradise. 

Don Juan 
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th:e sItorm. 

Bairy ComwatL 



There was a tempest brooding in the air, 
F^ in the west* Above the skies were &ir. 
And the sun seem*d to go in glory down : 
One small black cloudy (one only) like a crowBy 
TouchM his descending disc» and rested there ; 
Slow tiien it came along, to the great wind 
Rebellious, aud (although it blew and blew) 
Came on increasing, and across the blue 
Spread its dark shape, and left the sun behind. 
The day-light sunk, and the winds waiPd about 

The barque wherein the luckless couple lay. 
And i^m the distant cloud came scattering out 
Rivers of fire: it seemM as thoi^h the day 
Had burst from out the billows far away. 
No pilot had they their small boat to steer 
Aside the rocks, no sea-worn mariner 
MTho knew each creek and bay and sheltering steep. 
And all the many dangers of the deep. 
They fled for life, (for happiness is life) 
And met the tempest in hb hour of strife. 
Abroad upon the wfcters : they were driven 
Against him by the angry waves of heaven ; 
And all around, the clouds, the air, the sea. 
Rose from unnatuml^dead tranquillity. 
And came to battle with their legions : hail 
Shot shattering down, and thunders roar*d aloud. 
And the wild lightning from his dripping shroud 
Unbound his arrowy pinions blue and pale^ 
And darted through the heavens : below, the gale 
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Sung like a dirge, and the white billows lash'd 
The boat, and then like raveooiia lions dashed 
Against the deep wave-hidden rodiSy and told 
Of ghastly perils as they backward loU'd. 

The loversy driven along from hour to hour, 
W«it helpless, hopdess, in the ocean*8 p^wer.— ^ 
The sloaft continued, and no voice was hcurdy 
Save that of some poor solitary bird. 
Which 80^1^ a shelter on the quivering maal^ 
But soon borne off by the tremendous blast. 
Sunk in the waten aeieaming. The great sea 
Bared like a grave iti boaom silently $ 

Then sank and panledilike an angry thing 
With its own strength 8^ war-; the vessel flew 
Towards the land, and then tfie billows grew 

Largor and white, and roar^ tt triumphing^ 
Scattering afar and wide the heavy spcay, 
That shone like loose snow as it passed away. 



THE ORPHAN MAID. 



November's hail-cloud drifts away, 
November's sun-beam wan 

Looks coldly on the castle grey, 
When forth comes Lady Anne. 

The orphan by the oak was set. 
Her arms, her feet, were bare, 

The hail-drops had not melted yet 
Amid her raven hair. 



Scott. 
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And, ** Dame,** she said, ** by all the ties 

That child and mother know. 
Aid one who never knew those joys — 

Relieve an, orphan*s woe.** 

The lady said, ** An orphan^s state 

Is sad and hard to bear ; 
Yet worse the widowed mother's fate» 

Who mourns both lord and heir. 

** Twelve times the rolling year haji sped^ 

Since, — ^while from vengeance wild 
Of fieice Stiathallan's chief I fled,— 

Forth*s eddies whelm*d my child T* 

^ Twelve times the year its course has borue^** 

The wandering maid replied^ 
** Sinoe fishers on St Bridget's morn 

Drew nets on Campside side* 

^ St, Bridget sent no scaly spoil, — 

An infont, well nigh dead. 
They saved, and rear'd in want and toO» 

To beg from you her bread.** 

That orphan maid the lady kiss'd,*- 

** My husband's looks you bear; 
St. Bridget and her mom be Uess'd t<— 

You are his widow's hek V 



it» 



They've ipbed that maid so poor and pale 

In julk and sandals rare. 
And peaOrls, for drops of frozen hail,, 

Are gli«t'ning in her hair^ 
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FAIRIES. 



HamilUm. 



He quaked indeed — ^he listenM long^— he started ; 

A ray of light shot upward from the core 
Of the water lilies, and they spread, and parted ; 

And then the light incrrased more and more ; 
And feinting somnls of sweetness kiss'd the shore. 

And swoonM upon the water. All afloat 
And restless were those flowers, with their b^ht store 

Offeiries; for at every mellow note, 

A small and dazzling form stood in each siltrery boat* 



The waves did mdt and part before those flowers^ 
That bent them* like the gentlest boats to land. 

And as scared rose-leaves flit from summer bowers, 
Those small and pretty spirits, each with wand 

Of crystal brightness in its pearly hand, 
Pass'd to the grassy quiet of the shore; 

The verdure silvered underneath that band 
Of fays, in spots of softest lustre, more 
Starlight and sweet than aught in palaces of yore f 

Amid that airy, dfin company. 

There were &e prettiest shapes that e*er were seen. 
Span-long, and very sightly to the e*e. 

And young as one nighfs dew-drops are, I ween; 
And they as light upon the grass did lean. 

Listening to lone sounds waken*d in the air. 
From lutes etherial ! — more emerald green 

The grass became, rejoicing calmly there. 

In cteatures of romance, so radiantly feir. 
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The fretted cowslip sprang, but meekly droop*cl» 

la those most tremulous starry presences; 
Wreaths of the odorous eglantine were loop*d 

From spray to spray of all the youthfol trees : 
Blossoms as white as foam of coursing seas 

Studded the grass and leaves ^ and all about^ 
The gold and purple breast of the heart*s-ease 

Did offer resting spots to that quamt rout. 

And rose-buds in the air for a &iry*s kiss did pojat. 

Out peep*d the snow-drop, though Hwas summer time ; 

How could it from such revels be away? 
Although it was oppressed with the warm clime^ 

Still it lookM beautiful in its array. 
And tondy as the budding star of day! 

All these bright flowers were one nights ornament. 
Bom in the fairiea* breath, to pass away 

Even with their Tanishings^n-by Flora lent 

To make for sportive fays the deckings of their tent. 

The enthusiast gazed, like one bewildered 

And breathless with immortal yisitings; 
He sat in chill delight, nor stirred his head. 

Lest all should pass away like riiadowy things $ 
Now would his eye be dazed with the wings 

Of spangled fay, hovering o'er blossom white ; 
And now he listenM to lone thrUling strings 

Of magic lutes, and saw the hare-bell bright 

In its bUie veins, for there nestled a form of light 

One blew a honeysookle truo^ ivell. 
And made young martial music, tillit laqgh*d; 

And in its mrdi flew sparks unmatchable 
Of light 9iouiid| aiiother« with twaet crailt 
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Stole from some caieless fay its cop, and quafTd 
The dew- wine to its depth, — then umid weeds 

Hid the small crystal goblet : — oft a shaft, 
Mado of the film taken from water reeds. 
Did fleet across the air, and pierce the lilac^ besdsv 

Under the shadow of a May sweet blossom^ 
Two placid elves, like linked sisters, chased 

The nomeats with the heaving of the bosom. 
In happy sleep : their arms were interlaced. 

And their bright cheeks commingling, s6em*d to taste 
Each other's irosy beauty : overhead 

A bee, that had been trammelPd in his haste 
That magic eve, a lulling murmur bred. 
And dewy leaves a hymn to sylvan quiet shed ! 

A wand was waved through the charmed air. 

And up there rose a very costly throng 
Of ivory tables, stored with dainties rare. 

At sight of which e*en dieted men might long: 
They rose amid strange minstrelsy and sogg; 

And there was pheasant from enchanted wood, 
. And swan from fairy stream ; and these among 

Were chalices of eastern dew-wine, brewed 

By pearly hands, in fair Arabian solitude. 

And golden berries steeped in cream, were soon 
Brought there from stores in Asian palaces ^ 

And from the lonely mountains of the moon, 
From which swarth Afric*s serpent river frees 

Its wily head, fish stra&ger than fiie seas 
Hold in their deep green wslstes, to tiie bHght kwU 

Were brought in coral dishes, by str^ak'd beet $ 
And fruit, th6 very loaveliest and the least. 
Came jfrom young spangled trees in gardens of the east 
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There was good store of sweet and sheening cherrief» 

GatherM from treef tiiat under water grew 
In mystic OTcbards^ and the best wood berries 

Unit Mush in scarlet ripeness through the dew. 
And tiny plums, round, and of Uooming blue, 

And golden apples of a fairy size, 
And glossy nuts, the which brown squirrels drew, 

Eyeing them longingly, with sly, dark eyes. 

And stealing, when they could, a little hazel prize. 

The glow-wormswaited on the fairies' mirth. 
And when the stars of heaven were all asleep, 

They lampM the grassy chambers of the earth. 
And in an emerald light the air did steep ! 

Such tears, perchance, the happy angels weep^ 
Radiant with joy. They gave the quiet green 

A richness, as though wonders from the deep 
Were cuird and cast there in unsullied sheen. 
To glitter for a night, and never more be seen f 



The evening's roses in the sky departed. 
And their (alien leaves lay scatter^ in the west ; 

The clustering &ys, so light and merry-hearted. 
All towaids the water's snowy maigent pressM; 

The swans came gliding from their reeded nest, 
And bowM their serpent necks before the throng ; 

Suddenly fairy voices broke the rest 

Of the chanu*d MTr and sent the waves along. 
To their advancing queen a welcome and a^ song I 
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Across the alaeping waters* charmed levels 
The hailed queen came in a curved shell. 

Drawn by two. tiny swans, to those quaint revels,^ 
Swans that weie whi^r than the snow-drop^s bdl. 

And small as wrens : their lifted wings did weU 
Mantle their wreathing necks :— at first they seemed 

To be reflections, wrought by fairy spell. 

Of those two birds that all the summer dream'd 
Over the sylvan waves in which their bosoms gleam*d. 

And very beautiful was that young queen. 
Even to the eyes that were widi beauty cloy*d ; 

Within her shell car did she sit serene, 
Lightly across that happy water buoyed j 

The very air her countenance enjoyM, 
Kissing its sister roses* On her brow 

The fair and fedry ringlets gently toy^d. 
And all aipundthat brow did violets grow. 
Or so in sooth they seemed, so freshly did they blow. 

Her bodice was a pretty sight to see ; 

Ye who would know its colour, be a thief 
Of the rose*s muffled bud from off the tree, 

And for your knowledge, strip it leaf by leaf, 
Spite of your own jremorse or Flora*s grief^ 

Till ye have come unto its heart's pale hue. 
The last^ last leaf, which is the queen— the chief 

Of beautiful dim blooms, — ^ye shall not nie^ 

J^i sight of that sweet leaf, the mischief ii^iich ye do. 

She glided to the. earth firom her small ^»c, 
As thoughshe wereof air, or e*eD more light ; 

The swan-drawn shell did vanish like a star 
That falleth from the steady heavens at night. 
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Ah I fairy queen, why is thy fonn to bright ? 
Why are thine eyes so £Biir ? Can mortal be 

Safe in his regular pulse, to have the light 
Of beauty so divine ? Ah ! quickly flee,— 
Or less ethereal seem,— or others make like thee. 



DARKNESS. 



-©— 



Byron. 



I HAD a dream, which was not all a dream : 

The bright sun was extinguish*d, and the stars 

Did wander darkling in ihe eternal space, 

RaykbS and pathless, and the icy earth 

Swung blind and blackening in the moonless air ; 

Mom came, and went--and came, and brought no day. 

And men forgot their passions in the dread 

Of this their desolation ; and all hearts 

Were chiird into a selfish prayer for light; 

And they did live by watch fires ; and the tiirones, 

The palaces of crowned kings — the huts. 

The habitations of all things which dwell. 

Were burnt for beacons ; cities were consumed. 

And men were gather'd round their blazing homes 

To look once more into each other's face. 

Happy were those who dwelt within the eye 

Of the volcanos, and their mountain-torch : 

A fearful hope was all the world contained ^ 

Forests were set on fire— but hour by hour 

They fell and faded — and the crackling trunks 

Extinguish^ with a crash — and all was black. 

The brows of men by the despairing light 

Wore an unearthly aspect, as by fits 

H 
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The flashes feirupon them>; some- lay down 

And bid their eye» and wept, and some did rest 

Their chins upon &eir cli^ohed hands, and smiled ; 

And others honied td and fro, and fed 

Their funeral piles with fuel, and look*d up 

With mad disquietude on the dull sky. 

The pall of a past wodid ; and then again 

With curses cast them down upon the dust. 

And gnashed their teeth and howl'd : the wild birds shrieked. 

And, terrified, did flutter on the ground. 

And flap their useless wings ; the wildest brutes 

Came tame and tremulous : and vipers crawled 

And twined themselves among the mnltitude. 

Hissing, but stingless-^-they were slain for food : 

And War, which for a moment was no more, 

Did glut himself again ; . a meal was bought 

With blood, -and each sate sullenly apait 

Gorging himself in gloom. No love was left,--- 

All earth was but one. thought— and that was death. 

Immediate and inglorious ; and the pang 

Of famine fed upon all .entrails ^— men 

Died, and their bones were tombless as their flesh ^ 

The meagre by the meagre were devoured,— ' 

Even dogs assaiPd their masters, all save one. 

And he was faithM to a corse, and kept 

The birds and beasts and iamish*d men at bay. 

Till hunger clung them, or the dropping dead 

Lured their lank jaws ; himself sought out no food. 

But with a piteous and perpetual moan. 

And a quick desolate cry, licking the hand 

Which answer'd not with" a caress-^he-died. 

The crowd was fomishM by degrees ; but two 

Of an enormous city did sm^^ 

And they were enemies; thtfy met beside 

The dying embers of an aHat-plaee^ 
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Where had been heapM a mass of holy things 
For an unholy usage 5 they raked up, 
And shivering scraped with their cold 9keleton hands 
The feeble ashes, and tj^eiirfeebU breath 
Blew for a little life, and n^ade a fiame,^ 
Which was a mockery j then they lifted :Up 
Their eyes as it grew lighter, and beheld .. , 
Each other*s aspectsT— saw, and shri^^d, apd died — 
Even of their mutual hideousness they died, 
Unknowing who he was iy;)on whose brow 
Famine had written — ^Fiend. 



ADDRESS TO THE ALHAMBRA. 



Croly. 



Palace of beauty .'/where the Moorish lord. 
King of the bow, the bridle, and the sword. 
Sat like a genie in the diamond*s blaze. 
Oh ! to have seen thee. in the anpient days. 
When at thy morning gates the qoursers stood. 
The ** thousand," milk-white, Yemen's fiery blood. 
In pearl and ruby harnessed for the king ^ 
And through thy po![tals pouf d the gorgeous Hood 
Of jeweird Sheik and Emir hastening. 
Before the sky the dawning purple show'd. 
Their turbans at the Qaliph's feet to fling. 
Lovely thy mom— thy evening lovelier still. 
When at the waking of the first blue star 
That trembled on the At^aya hill* 
The splendours of the trumpet's voice aros^ 
Brilliant and bold, and yet no sound of war j 
It summon*d all thy beauty from repose, 

H 2 
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The shaded slumber of the burniug noon. 

Then in the slant sun all thy fountains shone. 

Shooting the sparkling column from the vase 

Of crystal cool, and foiling in a haze 

Of rainbow hues on floors of poiphyry» 

And the rich bordering beds of every bloom. 

That breathes to African or Indian sky. 

Carnation, tuberose^ thick anemone, 

Pure lily, that its virgin head low waved 

Beneath the fountain drops, yet still would come. 

Like hearts by love and destiny enslaved. 

That see, and shrink, and yet will seek their doom. 

Then was the harping of the minstrds heard 

In the deep arbours, or the r^al hall, 

Hushing the tumult of the festival. 

When Uie pale bard his kindling eye-ball rear'd. 

And told of eastern glories, silken hosts. 

Towered elephants, and chiefs in topaz armM ; 

Or of the myriads from the cloudy coasts 

Of the tu western sea, the sons of blood. 

The iron men of tournament and feud, 

That round the bulwarks of their fathers swarm*d. 

Doomed by the Moslem scymetar to fall. 

Till the red cross was hurl'd from Salem's wall. 

Where are thy pomps, Alhambra, earthly sun. 
That had no rival and no second ? — gone ! 
Thy glory down the arch of time has roird. 
Like the great day-star to the ocean dim. 
The billows of the ages o'er thee swim. 
Gloomy and f ithomless ; thy tale is told. 
Where is thy horn of battle ? that but blown 
Brought every chief of Afric from his throne ; 
Brought every st>ear of Alric from the wall. 
Brought eiNir)M>harger barbed from the stall, 
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Till all its tribes sat mounted on the shore. 

Waiting the waving of thy torch, to pour 

The living deluge on the fields of Spain ( 

Queen of earth^s loveliness ! there was a stain 

Upon thy brow — ^the stain of guilt and gore^ 

Thy course was bright, bold, treacherous — and 'tis o'er. 

The spear and diadem are from thee gone ; 

Silence is now sole monarch on thy throne ! 



MAZBPPA'8 PUNISHMENT. 



jBjfTOfU 



••«HiB0M 



** Brinq forth the horse T— the horse was brought ; 

In truth he was a noble steed, 

A Tartar of the Ukraine breed. 
Who look'd as though the speed of thought 
Were in his liinbs ; but he was wild. 

Wild as the wild deer, and untaught. 
With spur and bridle undefiled — 

Twas but a day he had been caught ; 
And snorting, with erected mane. 
And struggling fiercely, but in vain. 
In the full foam of wrath and dread 
To me the desert born was led : 
They bound me on, that menial throng. 
Upon his back with many a thong : 
Then loosed him with a sudden lash— 
Away !— away !— and on we dash !-» 
Torrents less rapid and less rash. 

Away ! — away !— My breath was gone — 
I saw not where he hurried on« 
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'Twas scarcdy yet the break of day. 
And on he foam*d — away !— away ? — 
The last of human sbdiids which rose. 
As I was darted fiom'my foes. 
Was the wit^ shout <>f savage laughtar. 
Which oil the wind came roaring alfter 
A mb'meni from that rabble roiit j 
With sudd^ wr^h I wren9h^d my head. 

And snapped the cord, which to tlie inane 

Had bound my neck. in .lieu of rein. 
And, writhing half my form about, 
HowPd bad^' my ciiti^e ; but toidst the tread. 
The thunder of my courser*s speed. 
Perchance they did not hear nor heed ; 
It vexes me — ;for I would fain 
Have psdd their insult back again. 
I paid it well in after days : 
There is not of that castle gate, 
Its drawbridge and portcullis* weight. 
Stone, bar, moat, bridge, or barrier left ; 
Nor of its fields a blade of grass. 

Save what grows on a ridge of wall, 

Where stood the hearth-stone of the hdl : 
And many a time ye there might pass. 
Nor dream that e*er tliait fortress was : 
I saw its turrets m a blaze. 
Their crackling battlements all cleft. 

And the hot lead pour down like rain 
From off the scorched and blackening roof. 
Whose thickness was not viengieance proc^. 

They little thought ihat day oiT pain^ 
When Iaunch'd,'as on the lightning's flash,. 
They bade me to destruction dash. 

That one day I should come aga^n. 
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With twice five thousaii^lione, to thank 

The Count for hisuftcourteous tide. 
They play'd xoe tben a bitter: pmnky 

When, with the wild home for my gmde, 
They bound me to his foaming fiank : 
At length I play'd them one aa frank—- 
For time at last sets all things even— 

And if we do but <watclt the hour, 

There never yet was limnaa power 
Which could evade, if unfoigiven. 
The patient search and ^igil long 
Of him who treasufes iip a wrong. 

Away, away, myjileed and J, 

Upon the pinions of the wind. 

All human dwellings left behind ; 
We sped like meteocs through the sky. 
When with its crackling «ound the :night 
Is chequered with the northern light ; 
Town — ^village— none were on our track. 

But a wild plain of far extent. 
And bounded by a forest black ; 

And* save the scarce seen battlement 
On distant heights of some strong hold. 
Against the tartars binlt of 014* 
No trace of man. The year before 
A turkish army had march'd o'er; 
And where the Spahi's hoof hath trod. 
The verdure flies the bloody sod : 
The sky was dull, and dim, and grey, 

And a low breeze crept OManing by^— 

I could have answer'd with a sigh— 
But fast we fled, avay« away-«» 
And I could neither sigh nor pray; 
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And my cold sweat-drops fell like rain 
Upon the courser^s bristling mane ; 
But, snorting still with rage and fear. 
He flew upon his far career. 
At times I almost thought, indeed. 
He must have slackened in his speed ; 
But no— my bound and slender frame 

Was nothing to his angry might. 
And merely like a spur became—* 
Each motion which I made to free 
My swoln limbs from their agony. 

Increased his fury and affright. 
I tried my voice, — ^'twas faint and low. 
But vet he swerved as from a blow— 
And, starting to each accent, sprang 
As from a sudden trumpefs clang. 
Meantime my cords were wet with gore^ 
Which, oozing through my limbs, ran o*er ; 
And in my tongue the thirst became 
A something finer far than flame. 
We near*d the wild wood— 'twas so wide, 
I saw no bounds on either side; 
Twas studded with old sturdy trees. 
That bent not to the roughest breeze 
Which howls down from Siberia's waste. 
And strips the forest in its haste. — 
But these were few, and far between. 
Set thick with shrubs more young and green. 
Luxuriant with their annual leaves. 
Ere strown by those autumnal eves 
That nip the forest*s foliage dead. 
Discoloured with a lifeless red. 
Which stands thereon like stiffened gore 
Upon the slain when battlers o*er. 
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And some loDg winter's night hath shed 
Its frost o*er every tombless head. 
So cold and stark the raven's beak 
May peck unpierced each frozen chedt: 
'Twas a wild waste of onderwood. 
And here and tliere a chestnut stood. 
The strong oak, and the hardy pine ; 

But far apart— and well it were* 
Or else a difierent lot were mine — 

The bou^s gave way» and did not tear 
My limbs ; and I found strength to bear 
My wounds, already scarr'd with cold— 
My bonds forbade to loose my hold* 
We rustled through the leaveii like wind. 
Left shrubs, and trees, and wolves behind. 
By night I heard them on the track. 
Their troop came hard upon our back. 
With their long gallop, which can tire. 
The hound's deep hate^ and hunter^s lire : , 
Where'er we flew they follow'd on, 
Nor left us with the morning sun — 
Behind I saw them, scarce a rood. 
At day-break winding through the wood. 
And through the night had heard their feet 
Their stealing, rustling step repeat. 
Oh ! how I wish'd for spear or sword. 
At least to die amidst the horde. 
And perish — if it must be so — 
At bay, destroying many a foe. 
When first my courser's race begiui, 
I wish'd the goal already won j 
But now I dout>ted strength and speed. 
Vain doubt ! his swift and savage breed 
Had nerved him like the mountain-roe ; 
Nor faster falb the blinding snow 

h3 
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xy.'i". .1. • - : hi' tr.'-'\ ;.\ i:^LiL> 

Which whelms the peasant near the door 
Whose thr^slibld'lie stiaH 'cross* no mdf^, 
BewilderM with the dazdii^ "Blast,' ' ' 
Then through th^foi^t^^atfis h^ past— 
Untiredy untamed, and worse than wild ; 
All furious as a favotifM' child 
Balk'd of its wish J' or fiercer still — 
A woman piqued— ^who^ has' her will. 

The wood was past ; 'twas more than noon. 
But chill the air, although in: j^ipe ; ' 
Or it might be' my veins tail bold— 
Prolonged eridurafncb tame^ the bold; 
And I was then not what I seein. 
But headlong' as d wintry str^ionf. 
And wore my fleeliifgs out Hefore* 
I well could count their cisluse^ o*er ; 
And what witfi fu^, feariiatid wrath. 
The tortures Vhidh beset my palh, ' 
Cold, hunger, sorrow, shame^ diktfess, 
Thus l)ound in nature's nakedness,' ' ' 
Sprung from a race' whose 'tislng blood 
When stirr'd beyodd its calmer mood'. 
And troddisn hard upon, )k like 
The rattle-^ak^ in act to Strike, 
What marvel if this w6m'-6ui trunk 
Beneath its woes a'tnoinent sunk '> ' 
The earth gave way,'the skies rolled round, 
I seemed to sink upon the grouiid ;' " 
But err'd, for I was faktly bOund/ ' 
My heart turned kick, my brsliri grew sore. 
And throbbed awhile; then beat iro'niore i 
The skies spun like a mighty wheel ; " 
I saw the trfeei likfe'druhkards reef^ ' 



lu ■ ..\ , 
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And a slight flash sprang* o*cr my eyed. 
Which saw no further j-^he who dies 
Can die no more than then 1 died» 
O*ertortured by that ghastly ride. 



WOMAN. 



AnoHfffnous, 



Ye are stars of the night» ye are gems of the mom. 

Ye are dew-drops, whose lustre illumines the thoiD j 

And rayless that night is, that morning unblest. 

When no beam in your eye lights up peace in the breast. 

And the sharp thorn of sorrow sinks de^ in the heart, 

Till the sweet lip of woman assuages, the smart ; 

Tis her*s o*er the couch of misfortune to bend. 

In fondness a lover, in firmnesa a friend ; 

And. prosperity's hour,.be it ever confest, 

From woman receives both refinement and zest -y 

And adom*d by the bays, or enwreath'd with the willow, 

Her smile is our meed, and her bosom our pillow. 



BATTLE OF THJE BALTIC. 

Campbeli, 

Of Nelson amd the North' 

Sing the glorious day*s rend^M^n, 

When to battle fierce came forth 

All the might otDenmaric's crown. 

And her arms along the deep proudly shone-; 
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By each g^n the lighted brand. 
Id a bold detenninM hand. 
And the Prince of all the land 
Led them on. — 

Like Leviathans afloat. 

Lay their bulwarks on the brine ; 

While the sign of battle flew 

On the lofty British line: 

It was ten of April mom hy the chime: 

As they drifted on their path. 

There was silence deep as death ; 

And the boldest held his breath. 

For a time. 

Bot the might of England flushed 

To anticipate the scene ; 

And her van the fleeter rushed 

0*er the deadly space between. 

^* Hearts of oak,^' our captains cried ! when each gnn 

From its adamantine lips 

Spread a death-shade round the ships, 

Like the hurricane eclipse 

Of the sun. 

Again ! again ! again ! 

And the havoc did not slack 

Till a feeble cheer the Dane 

To our cheering sent us back :•» 

Their shots along the deep slowly boom : — 

Then ceas'd — and all is wail. 

As they strike the shattered sail ; 

Or, in conflagration pale, 

Light the gloom. 
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Out spoke ihe victor then 

As he haiPd (hem o*er the wave ; 

** Ye are brothers ! ye are men I 

** And we conquer but to save : 

** So peace instead of death let us bring. 

'< But yield, proud foe, thy fleet, 

** With the crews at England's feet, 

** And make submission meet 

«« To our king." 

Then Denmark blest our chief. 

That he gave her wounds repose ; 

And the sounds of joy and grief. 

From her people wildly rose. 

As death withdrew his shades from the day. 

While the sun look'd smiling bright 

O^er a wide and woeful sight. 

Where the fires of fun*ral light 

Died away. 

Now joy, old England, raise ! 
For the tidings of thy might. 
By the festal cities' blaze. 
While the wine cup shines in light ; 
And yet amidst that joy and uproar. 
Let us think of them that sleep 
Full many a fathom deep. 
By thy wild and stormy steep, 
Elsinore ! 

Brave hearts ! to Britain's pride 

Once so faithful and so true^ 

On the deck of fame that died, — 

With the gallant, good Riou : 

Soft sigh, the winds of heav'n o'er their grave 
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While the billow mournful rolls, 
And the mermaid's spng condoles. 
Singing glory to the spuls 
Of the brave ! — 






G£RALmiKE. 

Scott. 



TwAS Allsouls* Eve, and. Surrey.^, heart bea^ high. 

He heard the midnight bell with anx^ns sta^,^ 
Which told the mystic hour appi»achipg n^gh^ 

When wise Qprneli)^ pfomised by his aujt 

To shew to him the lady of his heart;. 
Albeit between them roared the ocean griijti, 

Yet so the sage had height to play his part. 
That he should see her form in life and limb, 
And mark if still she loved, if still she thought of him. 

Dark was the vaulted room of gramfiryQ 
To which the wizard led the gsJlant Knight> 

Save that before a mirror huge apd high 
A hallowed taper shed a^ trembling lights 
On mystic implements of magic might, 

On cross, and character, and talisman. 
And almagest and altar,^ nothing bright ; 

For fitful was the lustre, pale and wan. 

As watchlight by the bed of some departing man. 

But soon within that mirror huge and high, 

Was seen a self-emitted l^bt to gleam ; 
And forms upon its breast the Earl 'gan spy. 

Cloudy and indistinct as feverish dream. 
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Till slow, arrangiDg ^nd defined, they seem 
To form a lordly and a lofty room. 

Part Ughted by a lamp with silver beam, 
I^aced by a couch of Agra's silken loom. 
And part by moonshine pale, and part was hid in gloom. 

Fair all the pageant, but how passing JOedr 

The slender form that lay on couch of Ind j 
0*& her white bosom strayed her hazel hair. 

Pale her dear cheek, as if for love she pined ; 

All in her night-robe loose she lay reclined. 
And pensive read {rom tablet ebumine 

Some strain that seemed her inmost soul to find ; 
That favoured strain was Surrey's raptured line, 
That fair and lovely htm the iiady Gerfddine. 

Slow rolled the clouds upon the lovely form. 

And swept tne goodly vision all away— - 
So royal envy rolled, the murky storm 

O'er my beloved Mastea-'s glorious day. 

Thou jealous, ruthless tyrant.! heaven repay 
On thee and on thy children^9 latest line 

The wild caprice of thy despotic sway, — 
The gory bridal bed, the plundered, shrine. 
The murdered Surrey's blood, the tears of Geraldine ! 



THE SOLDIER IN EGYPT. 



Finlay* 



*■• ^i, % h y 



From my slumb^ I woke, at the dead of the night, 

And down to the ocean t sped \ 
The moon on the billows w^ trembllnjg^ s^^ bright. 

As it rose bVilie p^^^d's h|sad^ 
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Its beams lent a magic far dearer than skep. 
As I trod my loue course on the sand. 

And dear was tlie blast as it blew o'er the deep. 
For it came from my native land* 

The battle had ceased with the sweet setting sun. 

But I heard its dread tumult again ; 
I paused — ^it was nought but the answering gun 

Of the watchman afar on the plain. 
I thought of the woe and the carnage again — 

I lookM o*er the wave's distant foam ; 
And the tear that had started at sight of the slain, 

I shed for the friends of my home. 

Oh! pleasant it is, on a far foreign shore 

To think on the days that are past ; 
It awakes the dull spirit that slumbered before, 

like the rain *mid the burning waste. 
Was it hope or illusion my bosom that warmed. 

When I thought on the birch of the grove ? 
Like a wretch half bewilderM with magic that charmed, 

I heard the sweet voice of my love. 

To the spot, O for ever be fettered my sight. 
With the sound ever charmed let me be ; 

Even this corse-covered strand is a couch of delight. 
When such visions my fancy can see. 



hachin'^s anna. 



Bird. 



A SOLEMN gloom pervades the fretting deq>; 
Wild o'er its bosom ruffling breezes sweep: 
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There comes a dread sound from the wave, that rolls 

Like the last deep groan of departing souls! 

The voUied thunder, bursting through the sky. 

Rolls deadly on ; the hills— the rocks reply ; 

While forked lightning through the gloom is flashing. 

And foaming billows on the shore are dashing. 

And frighted echoes leap from rock to rock. 

While heaven and earth are trembling with the shock ! 

The fiery bolt from heaven^s high arch is rent! 

Flames break from porch and tower, and battlement ! 

Tom arches crash; — the burning columns fall ; 

Loud shrieks are heard from ballium and from hall ; 

And there is one despairing, dreadfrd cry, 

Heard wildly echoing in the blazing sky. 

Lo ! — ^where the tower is rending !«-4here !— with hands 

Stretched out in flames, the trembling Anna stands ! 

The livid fire uprears its forky crest. 

Sears her loose robe, and fixes on her breast ; 

Flames rage above, — hot fragments lie beneath ! 

To frdl, is ruin, and to stay, is— death ! 

Who swiftly bounds o*er broken arch and tower ? — 

He springs aloft with more than mortal power. 

Through flames, which hearts less brave would fear or fly. 

See ! — ^he hath gained the turret, blazing high. 

Where Anna leans upon a tottering peak. 

That shakes, as though Uwould in a moment break 

To distant earth — with e'en the gentle weight 

Of one so pale— so faint— so desolate ! 

A giddy frenzy seized her braiUy-^her form 

Shook like a reed, when ruffled by the storm— 

And, as her nerveless fingers lost the power 

To grasp the fragments of the shattered tower. 

Her trembling feet forsook the slippery stone 

On which she stood— despairing- and alone! 
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Dark yawned the cbasm-'-^the xending base gave.^ay — 

And Anna sauk— qo tia^e to w^cp-^o pcay^! 

For death was near her^--nwhsn tberbij^ve pnecame^ 

And snatched her, wildly, &om devouring flame I 

Then, as he marked her^ pallid cheeky faisrsigbt 

Was fixed in sweet, jneffiible d^ight ; 

Though cold that cheok.-— t^nraptured by the ga^,' 

He heeded not the desolating blaze 

Of circling fire, that burned beneath his tre^d, 

Ai>d hissed in spiry columns o'er his h^ ! 

Unconscious Anna, now from peril borne. 
Still breathed ttie sigh that tell^ the heart foFk>qi» 
That long, deep sigh of janguish,. which might seem 
The lai$t,:to ws^ke us^om our. earthly dream ! 
Sbe sp<^e not yet, aUhough her eye expressed 
The greatful homage of her throbbing breast ; 
Till o*er that eye, in languid dimness, stole 
The mingling shadows of the fainting soul ! 
Her bloodless lips refused her thought to tell^-r- 
Again her spirits sank — ^her white arm fell 
So cold upon his neck, that, all aghast. 
He marked the paleness on her features cast ; 
And, o^er her jslender foiin, in speechless woe^ 
Bent, like a cypress, o'er a wreath of snow J 

She waKes to life, but wakes to new alarms,— r 

Oh ! now she breathes, she lives in A^achin's arms ! 

Alas !— she will not— -cannot-rrjcnay not dare, 

On«j moment more to sigh^ or lipger there ! 

«* Oh! leaie m&r-leaye me, Machin !— haste away l 

Go !— if thou love me, break this fond delay ! 

Yet I would thank thee for thy tender care, 

But that I breathe, a captive to despair ! 

Oh ! — hadst thou seen me perish in the flame, 
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My dying accents should have blessed thy name ! 

Alas ! — ^in life, that name must never dwell 

Upon my guilty, U^:-^far^i(?ell 1 — ^farewell K* • 

*' Stay !— Anna!" "fitay f — the happier time hath been 

"VVhen we weie blessed, and, thou couUst not have seen 

These scalding tears, unmoved !— when love would smile 

With such delightful seeming, and beguile 

Time's flight so sweetly, that we fondly deemed 

The bliss was our*s, of which we only dreamed ! — 

Nay — Cleave me not .' — and dost thou, then, forget 

The vow we pledged, when first— when last we met ! 

What if the holy priest hath bound thy hand 

To one tbod lov*st' not f— shall the dire command 

Seal the hard bonds which fraud and crime have thrown 

Around thee, dearest ! — ^thou wast once my own ! 

And thou shalt shine, my beam of love — for ever f 

My heart will hold thee faithless — ^never ! — never !'* 

*• Oh I never!— never T*— shuddering Anna said :— • 

He breathed as one enchanted, but she fled 

Through the dark portal, swift as light that flies 

On wings of death, Q*er black, tempestuous skies. 

Charged with the shafts of unrelenting fate ! 

And Machin stood alone— ^nd desolate ! 

In that lorn moment there were years of pain ; 

Such burning torture filled his throbbii^ brain. 

That reason trembled on her shaken throne, 

As moved his pallid lips, — " Ha / — art thou gone /'* 

And though the raging of the stprm was o'er. 

And though the deadly thunder bowled no more, 

Yet — ^had'st thou seen him stand in terror there, 

So like a marble statue of despair, 

Thouwould'st have deemed heaven's bolt came flaming 

forth. 
To fiK hi'm there, a monument of wrath ! 

Machin^ or the Dticover^ of Madeira, 
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DESOLATION OF WYOMING; 

s 

A PICTCRB OP THE MISBRIBS ATTBNDINO THB AMERICAN 

CIVIL WAR. 

CampbelL 



Sao was the year, by proud oppression driy*n» 

When Transatlantic liberty arose. 

Not in the sunshine, and the smile of heav*n. 

But wrapt in whirlwinds, and begirt with woes. 

Amidst the strife of fratricidal foes; 

Her birth star was the light of burning plains ; "^ 

Her baptism is the weight of blood that flows 

From kindred hearts — the blood of British veins— 

And famine tracks her steps, and pestilential pains. 

Yet ere the storm of death had ragM remote. 
Or siege unseen in heav*n reflects its beams. 
Who now each dreadful circumstance shall note. 
That Alls pale Gertrude* s thoughts, and nightly dreams ? 
Dismal to her the forge of battle gleams 
Portentous light! and music*s voice is dumb; 
Save where the fife its shrill reveille screams 
Or midnight streets re-echo to the drum. 
That speaks of maddening strife, and bloodstained fields to 
come. 

It was in truth a momentary pang ; 

Yet how comprising myriad shapes of woe ! 

First when in Gertrude's ear the summons rang, 

A husband to the battle doomed to go j 

" Nay meet not thou, (she cries,) thy kindred foe f 
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** But peaceful let us seek £adr £ng1aDd*s strand P* 
'* Ah, Grertnide! thy beloved heart, I know, 
''Would feel like mine, the stigmatizing brand! 
** Could I forsake the cause of freedom's holy band ! 

** But shame — but flight — a recreant* s name to prove, 
^ To hide in exile ignominious fears 3 
*^ Say, even if this I brook*d, the public love 
** Thy &ther^s bosom to his home endears : 
** And how could I his few remaining years, 
** My Gertrude, sever from so dear a child ?*' 
So, day by day, her boding heart he cheers ; 
At last that heart to hope his heart beguiPd, 
And pale through tears suppressed the mournful beauty 
smiled. 

Night came, — and in their lighted bow*r, full late^ 
The joy of converse had endur*d — when, hark ! 
Abrupt and loud, a summons shook their gate ; 
And heedless of the dog^s obstreperous bark, 
A form has rush*d amidst them from the dark, 
And spread his arms, — and fell upon the floor : 
Of aged strength his limbs retain*d the mark 3 
But desolate he look*d, and femishM poor. 
As ever shipwreck'd wretch lone left on desert shore. 

Uprisen, each wondering brow is knit and ait:h*d ; 

A spirit from the dead they deemM him first : 

To speak he tries : but quiv'ring, pale, and parch'd, 

Froin lips, as by some pow'rless dream accursed. 

Emotions unintelligible burst ; 

And long his filmed eye is red and dim ; 

At length the pity-profler'd cup his thirst 

Had half assuaged, and nerv*d his shuddering hmb. 

When Albert*8 band he grasp'd 9 but Albert knew not him— 
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" And hast tftoa then forgot,^' (he cried forlorn, 

And ey*d the group with half indignant air.) 

" Oh ! ha:st thou, CHristiiaiii chief, forgot the' morn 

" When I with thee the cup of peacVdid' share? 

" Then stately was this head, and dark this hair, 

*VThat now is white as Appalachia's snow ; 

" But, if the weight of fifteen years\ despair, 

" And age hath bow'd me, arid the torturing foe, 

" Bring me my boy— and he will his deliverier' know !'* 



It was not long, with eyes and heart of flame. 

Ere Henry to his lovM Oneyda flew: 

** Bless thee, my guide!"— but, backward, as he caihe. 

The chief his old bewildered h^d withdrew," 

And graspM his arm and lookM and lookM him through. 

*T was strange— nor could the group a smile controul. 

The lonjg, the doiibtful scrutiny to view : 

At Jast delight o'er" all hfs features stole, 

*' It is my own^' — he cried, and clasp'^d him to his soul. 



it 

«< 



Yes ? thou recall'st my pride' of years, for then 
The bowstring of my spirit was not slack, 
When, spite of woods, and flood's, and ambiishM inen, 
" I bore thee like a iquiteron my back, 
" Fleetis the whirlwind hurries on the rack 5 
*' Nor foeman then, nor cougar's crouch I fear'd,* 
" For I was strong as mountain cataract : 
" And dost thou not remember how we cheer'd 
** Updn the last hill-top, when white men's huts appeared ? 

*' Then welcome be my death-'sohg, and' my death t 
** Since I have seen fheef, and &gairi embraced.'^ 
And longer had lie ^petit his toil-worn breath ; 



* Cougar, the Ameriean tyyer. 
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But with affectionate and eager haste, 

Was every arm OYitstirietch*d arouiid'their gues^ 

To welcome and to bless his aged head. 

Soon was the hospitable banquet placed ; 

And Gertrude's lovely hands a balsam shed 

On wounds with fevered joy that more profusely bled. 

** But this is^ not a time/*— he started up, 
And smote his breast with woe^enouncing hand<^ 
" This is.no time to fill the joyous cup, - 
^ The Mammo^ comes,^— the foe,*— the monster Brandt,* 
'* With all his howling desolating band;«i- 
** These eyes have seen their blade, and burning pine 
** Awake at once^ and silence half your land. 
** Red is the cup they drink ^ but not with wine : 
** Awake, and- watch to-diight, or see no morning shine ? 

*'' Scorning to wield the hatchet for his bribe, 
** 'Gainst Brandt himself I went to battle forth : 
« Accursed Brandt*! he left ckT all my tribe 
" Nor man, nor child, northing of living birth: 
*« No ! not the dog that watchM my household hearth, 
*< £scap*d, that night of blood, upon our plains ! 
" All perishM !— I alonie am left on earth ! 
*' To whom nor relative nor blood remains; 
« No ! — ^not a kindred drop that runs in hiltman veins f 

** But go ! — and rouse your warriors ; for, if right 
** These old bewildered eyes could guess, by signs 
** Of strip*d and slatted banners, on yon hdght 
<^ Of eastern cedars, o^er the creek of pines— 



• BrftBdt wai thi leader of those Mohairkfi and other saTages; who laid 
watte thia part of Peanaylyaala. 
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** Some fort embattled by your country shines: 

** Deep roars th* innavigable gulph below 

** Its squared rock, and palisaded lines. 

** Go ! seek the light its warlike beacons shew ; 

^^ Whilst I in ambush wait, for vengeance and the foe !^* 

Scarce had he uttered — when Heav*n*s verge extreme 
Reverbetates the bomb*s descending star,— 
And sounds that mingled laugh, — and shout, — and 

scream^— 
To freeze the blood in one discordant jar. 
Rung to the pealing thunderbolts of war. 
Whoop after whoop with rack the ear assaiPd ! 
As if unearthly fiends had burst their bar ; 
While rapidly the marksman*s shot prevaiVd : — 
And aye, as if for death, some lonely trumpet waiFd. 

Then look*d they to the hills, where fire overhung 
The bandit groups, in one Vesuvian glare ; 
Or swept, far seen, the tower, whose clock unrung. 
Told legible that midnight of despair. 
She faints, — she falters not-4h* heroic fair, — 
As he the sword and plume in haste airay^d. 
One short embrace— he clasp*d his dearest care- 
But hark ! what nearer war-drum shakes the glade ? 
Joy, joy ! Colambia*s friends are trampling through the 
shade ! 

Then came of every race the mingled swarm. 
Far rung the groves and gleamed the midnight grass, 
With flambeau, javelin, and naked arm ; 
As wariiors wheeFd their culverins of brass. 
Sprung from the woodsy a bold athletic mass. 
Whom virtue fires, and liberty combines : 
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And first the wild Moravian yagers pass» 

His plumed host the dark Iberiafiii joins-j- 

And Scotia*8 sword beneath the Hig;hland thistle shines. 



MT NATIVE LAND. 

Scoit* 



Breathes there the man with soul so dead* 
Who never to himself hath said, 

This is my own, my native land ! 
Whose heart hath ne*er within him burned 
As home his footsteps be haJ&k turned. 

From wandering on a foreign straud t 
If such thene breathe, go, mark him well ; 
For him no Miustrel raptures swell ; 
High (hough his titles, proud his name, 
^Boundless his wealth as wish can claim : 
Despite those titles, power, and pelf. 
The wretch, concentered all in self. 
Living, shall forfeit fair renown. 
And, doubly dying, shall go down 
To the vile dust from whence he sprung. 
Unwept, unhonoured, and unsung. 

O Caledonia f stern and wild. 
Meet nurse for a poetic child ! 
Land of brown heath and shaggy woodr 
Land of the mountain and the flood, 
liand of my sires ! what mortal hand 
Can e^er untie the filial band 
That knits me to thy ragged stcaadi 

I 
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StUU as I viflw eaeh wfA known scem^ . .•.;<^ 
Think whftt it BOW, and what halhbeniy .^ ^1 
3ieni a% to met of all bereft, : ., p. 

Sole fiiends thy woods and streams were lefltc^ 
And thus I love them better still. 
Even in extremity of ill. 
By Yarrow*s stream still let me stray. 
Though none should guide my feeble way \ 
Still feel the breeze down Ettrick break. 
Although it chill my withered cheek ; 
Still lay my head by Teviot stone. 
Though tfaer^ forgotten and alone^ 
-The Bard may draw his parting groan. 

Not scorned like me \ to Branksome Hall 
The Minstrels came, at festive caQ ; 
Trooping they came, from near and far. 
The jovial priests of mirth and war ; 
Alike for feast and fight prepared, 
Battle and banquet both tiiey shared. 
Of late, befc^e each martial clan. 
They blew their death-note in the van. 
But now, for every merry mate. 
Rose the portcullh* iron grate ; 
They sound the pipe, they strike the string, 
They dance, they revd, and they sing. 
Till the rude turrets shake and ring. 

Me lists not at this tide declare 
The splendour of the spousal rite^ 
. How mustered in the chapel fair 

Both maid and micron, squire and knight; 

Me lists not tdl of owc^es rare, 

Of mantles green, and braided hazfj 

And kirtl^tered ndiitft mmiver: 



What phimage i#ave3 the alta^ fMuid, 
How apVDs, imd ringing ehftinlets» loaiid : 
And hard it were for bard to speak 
The changefal hue of Margaret*s dieek : 
That loyely hue which comes and flies^ 
As awe and shame alternate rise. 

Some barda have sung, the Ladyehigh 
Chapel or altar came not nigh ; 
Nor durst the rites of spousal grace. 
So much she feared each holy place. 
False slanders these :^--T trust right well. 
She wrooght not by forbidden spell ; 
For mighty words and signs have power 
0*er sprites in planetary hour : 
Yet scarce I praise their venturous part. 
Who tamper with such dangeroua art 

But this for faithful truth I say. 
The Lad3re by the altar stood. 

Of sable velvet her array, 
And on her head a crimson hood, 
With pearls embroidered and entwined. 
Guarded with gold, with ermine lined , 
A merlin sat upon her wrists 
Held by a ieash of silken twist* 

The spousal riteS were ended soon ; 
^was now the merry hour of noon^ 
And in the lofty arched hall 
Was spread the gorgeous festival. 
Steward and squire, with heedful haale^ 
Marshalled ^ rank of every guest ; 
Pages, with ready blade, were thers^ 
The mighty meal to carve and riiaie ^ 

i8 
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0*er capoDy heron-shewy and crane, 

An^ prinody peacock's gilded traio. 

And o*er the boar-head, garniah'd bravei ^ 

And cygnet from St Mary's ware ; 

O^er ptarmigan and venisoot 

The priest had spoke his benison ; 

Then rose the riot and the din. 

Above, beneath, without, within ! 

For from the lofty balcony. 

Rung trumpet, shalm, and psaltery ; 

Their clanging bowls old warriors quafTd, 

Loudly they spoke, and loudly laugh'd ! 

Whisper*d young knights^ in tone more mild. 

To ladies &ir, and ladies smiled. 

The hooded hawks, high perch'd on beaigo. 

The clamour joined with whistling scream. 

And flappM iheir wings, and shook their bells 

In concert with the stag-hounds* yells. 

Round go the flasks of ruddy wine, 

From Bourdeaux, Orleans, or the Rhine ; 

Their tasks the busy sewers ply. 

And all is mirth and revelry 

The Groblin Page, omitting still 
No opportunity of ill 

Strove now, while blood ran hot and higli. 
To rouse debate and jealousy ; 
« Till Conrad, lord of Wolfenstein, 

By nature fierce, and warm with wine 
And now in humour highly crossed. 
About some steeds his band had lost. 
High words to words succeeding still 
Smote with Jhis gauntlet stout Hunthill ; 
A hQt and hardy Rutherford, 
Whom men call Dickon Draw-the-Swoid ; 
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He took it oa tiie Page's saye, 

HunduU had driven these steeds away ; 

Then Howard, Home, and Doiiglas rose. 

The kindling discord to compose; 

Stem Rutherford right little said» 

But bit his glove ^d shook his head«— 

A fortnight thence, in Inglewood, 

Stout Conrad* cold, and drenched in blood. 

His bosom gored with many a wound. 

Was by a woodman's lyme-dog found : 

Unknown the manner of his death, 

<3one was his brand, both sword and sheath ; 

But ever from that time, 'twas said. 

That Dickon wore a Cologne blade. 

Lay of the Last Miniir$L 



AMERICAN SCBNBRT. 



As down Ohio^s ever ebbing tide, 

Oarless and sailless silently they glide. 

How still the scene, how lifeless, yet how fair, ^ 

Was the lone land that met the strangers there! 

No smUing villages, or curling smoke. 

The busy haunts of busy men bespoke. 

No solitary hut, the banks along. 

Sent forth blithe riabour*s homely rustic song. 

No urchin gamboVd on the smooth white sand. 

Or hurTd the skipping-stohe with playful hand. 
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While playmate dog plunged in the clear l^ue vtve. 
And swam in vain the sinking prize to sav«. 
Where now are seen along the river side. 
Young busy towns, in buxom painted prid^ 
And fleets of gliding boats wiUi riches ctown^dp 
To distant Orleans or St. Louis bound. 
Nothing appeared* but Nature unsubdued* 
One endlesSf noisdess, woodland solitude. 
Or boundless prairie, that aye seemed to be 
As level and as lifeless as the sea I 
They seem*d to breathe in this wide world alone»' 
HeixB of the earth-^the land was all their own I 

Twas evenmg now — ^the hour of toil was d*er« 
Tet itill they durst no| seek the fearful shore. 
Lest watchful Indian crew should silent creeps . 
And spring upon, and murder them in sleep ; 
So through the livelong night they held their way» 
And twas a night might shame the fairest day. 
So still, so bright, so tranquil was its reign. 
They cared not though the day ne*er came again. 
The moon high wheelM the distant hills above. 
Silvered the fleecy foliage of the grove. 
That as the wooing zephyrs on it feN, 
Whispered it loved the gentle visit well. 
That fjBiir-faeed orb alone to move appear'd. 
That zephyr was the only soimd they beard. 
No deep-mouth*d hound the hunter*s haunt betrayVI» 
No lights upon the shore or waters played i 
No loud laugh broke upon the silent air, 
To tell the wanderers man was nestling there^ 
While even the froward babe in mothers anna 
Luird by the scene suppressed its loud alannsi^ 
And yielding to that moment's tranquil swayi^ 
Sunk Q9 the breast and slept its rage 9.wajf x 
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All» all; was itill, on gliding barque and abort* 
As if the earth now slept to wake no more; 
Life seem*d extinct, as when the world first smiled. 
Ere Adam was a dupe, or Eve beguiled* 

In snch a scene the soul oft walks abroad, 
For silence is the energy of God ! 
Not in the blackest tempest's midnight scowl. 
The earthquake's rocking or the whirlwind's howl. 
Not from the crashing thunder-rifted cloud. 
Does his immortal Qiandate speak so loud, 
As when the silent night around her throws 
Her star-bespangled mantle of repose ; 
Thunder and whirlwind, and the earth's dread shaken 
The selfish thoughts of man alone awake; 
His lips may prate of heaven, but all his fean 
Are for himself, thoi^ pious he appears. 
But when all Nature sleeps in tranquil smiles, ^ 
What sweet yet lofty thought the soul beguiles! 
There's not an object 'neath the moon's bright beam. 
There's not a shadow darkening on the stream. 
There's not a star that jewels yonder skies. 
Whose bright reflection on the water lies* 
That does not in the lifted mind awake 
Thoughts that of love and heaven alike partake ; 
^ While all its newly waken'd feelings prove. 
That love is heaven, and God the soul of love. 
In such sweet times the spirit rambles forth 
Beyond the precincts of this grovelling earth. 
Expatiates in a brighter world than this, 
And plunging in the future's dread abyss. 
Proves an existence separate, and refined* 
By leaving its frail tenement behind. 

So fdt our Basil, as he sat the while, 
Guidmg his boat beneath the noonbeam's smile* 
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For there aie thoughts, which God alflte has ffitti^ 
To high and low-— and these are thoughts ef heaiveD. 



SKETCH FROM REAL LIFE. 

Aiarie WatU. 



Tjis said she once was beautiful ; — and still , 

(For Uirnot years that can have wrought her iUX 

Deep rays of loveliness around her form. 

Beam, atkthe rainbow that suceeeds the stovm 

Brightens a glorious ruin. In her face, 

Hiough something touched by sorrow, you may tcaeit 

The all she was, when first in life*s young springs 

like the gay bee-bird on delighted wing. 

She 8toop*d to cull the honey from each flower 

That bares its breast in joy*s luxuriant bower! 

0*er her pure foreh,ead, pale as moonlit snow. 

Her ebon locks are parted,— ^nd her brow 

Stands forth like morning from Uie shades of nighty 

Serene, though clouds bang over it» The bright 

And seeching glance of her Ithuriel eye. 

Might eveq the sternest hypocrite defy 

To meet it unappall'd ; Hwould almost seem. 

As though, epitomized in one deep beam. 

Her full collected soul upon the heart, 

Whate*er its mask, she strove at once to dart ^ 

And few may brave the talisman that's hid 

^?(e9tb th^ dark firing of her drooping lid«, 
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I 

t 

Patieiit in raflfering, she htt learnt the art 
To bleed in sileoce and conceal the smart ; 
And thence^ though quick of feeling, has been deein^d 
Almost as cold and loveless as she seemM ; 
Bednuse to fools she never would reveal 
Wounds they would probe, without &e power lo heal. 
No,— whatsoe'er the visions that disturb 
The fountain of her thoughts, she knows to corb 
Each outward sign of sorrow, and suppress- 
Even to a sigh— all tokens of distress. 
Yet some, perhaps, with keener vision than 
The crowd, that pass her by unnoted, can. 
Through well dissembled smiles, at times discern 
A settled anguish that would seem to bum 
The very brain it feeds i^n ; and when 
This mood of pain is on her, then, oh ! then, 
A more than wonted paleness of the cheek. 
And, it may be, a flitting hectic streak,-" 
A tremulous motion of the lip or eye. 
Are all that anxious friendship may descry. 

Reserve and womanly pride are in her look. 
Though temperM into meekness : she can brook 
Unkind ness and neglect from those she loves. 
Because she feels it undeserved ; which proves^ 
That firm and conscious rectitude hath power 
To blunt Fate's darts, in sorrow's darkest hour*. 
Ay, unprovoked injustice she can bear 
Without a sigh— almost without a tear. 
Save such as hearts internally will weepf 
And they ne^er rise the burning lids to steep; 
But to those petty wrongs which half defy 
Human forbearance, she can make reply. 
With a proud lip and a contemptuous eye» . 

i3 
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There it a ^peaking ndaeas in her air» 
A hue of famgQor o*er her tetnres Uar, 
Bom of no oommon grief; te thoi^h Despair 
Had wret tied with her s[Mrit-«-been overthrown*-' 
And these the trophies of the strife alone. 
• A resigBation of the will — a calm 
Derived from pure religion^ (that sweet balm 
For wounded breasts) is seated on her brow. 
And erer to the tempest bends she now» 
Even as a drooping lily, which the wind 
Sways as it lists. *" The sweet affections bind 
Her sympathies to earth ; her peaceAil soul 
Has long aspired to that immortal goal^ 
Where pain and anguish cease to be our lot. 
And the world's cares and frailties are forgot ! 



A SHIPWRECK. 

Byron, 

Then rose from sea to sky the wild farewell. 
Then shrieked the timid— and stood still the brave — 

Then some leap*d overboard with dreadful yell^ 
As eager to anticipate their grave : 

And the sea yawn*d around her like a hell» 
And down ^e suck*d with her the whirling wave— - 

Like one who grapples with his enemy, 

And strives to strangle him before he die. 

And first one universal shriek there rushed). 
Louder than the loud ocean, like a crash 
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Of echcmig thunder* And then all wat hoth*d 
Save the wild wind, and the remoneleis daih 

Of billows; but at iutervals there gushed* 
Accompanied with a convulsive splashy 

A solitary shriek, the babbling cry 

Of some strong swimmer in his agony* 



At length one whispered his companion, who 
Whisper*d another, and thus it went rounds 

And then into a hoarser murmur grew. 
An ominous, and wild,' and desperate sound. 

And when his comrade's thought each sufferer kneWi 
*Twas but his own, suppressed till now, he found ; 

And out they spoke of lots for flesh and blood. 

And who should die to be his fellow's food. 

But ere they came to this, they that day shared 

Some leathern caps, and what remained of shoes ; 
And then they looked around them, and despaired, . 

And none to be the sacrifice would choose ; 
At length the lots were torn up and prepared. 

But of materials that much shock the Muse- 
Having no paper, for the want of better, 
They took by force from Juan Julia*s letter. 

The lots were made, and mark*d, and mix*d, and handed^ 

In silent horror, and their distribution 
Luli'd even the savage himger which demanded. 

Like the Promethean vulture, this pollution ; 
None in particular had sought or plannM it, 

*Twas nature gnawed them to this resolution. 
By which none were permitted to be neuter — 
And the lot fell on Juan*s luckless tutor. 
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He hfA ie<|OBirted to be Ued to death t 
The sturgeon hod his instnuoeDts, and Med 

PedhllOy and so gently eSEvi his breath, 
YoQ hardly could perceive when he was dead ; 

He died as bom» a Catholic in £uth, 
Uke most in the belief in which they're bred» 

And first a Uttle crucifix he kis8^dy 

And thdh hdd ouf his jugular and wrist; 

The surgeon^ as there was jio other fee^ 
Had his first choice of morsels for his pains ; 

But being thirstiest at the moment, he 
Preferr'd a draught from the iast-flowing veins ; 

Part was divided, pait thrown in the sea. 

And such things as the entrails and the brains 

Regaled two sharks, who followed o*er the billow— 

The sailors ate the rest of poor Pedrillo. 

The sailors ate him, all save three or four. 

Who were not quite so fond of animal food y 
To these was added Juan, who, before. 

Refusing his own spaniel, hardly could 
Feel now his appetite increased much more r 

Twas not to be expected that he should^ 
Even in extremity of their disaster, 

Dine with them on his pastor and his masterr 



SAPPHO. 

Wiffi 

\ 

She leant upon her harp, and thousands look*d 
On her in love and wonder— thousands kndfr 
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And wonbipp*d in her presence— boroiDg tetn. 
And words that died in utterance, and a pause 
Of breathless, agitated eagerness. 
First gave the full* heart's homage ; then came forth 
A shout that rose to heaven, and the bills. 
The distent valleys, all rang with the name ^ 
Of the £olian Sappho— every heart 
Found in itself some echo to her song. 
Low notes of love — hopes beautiful and fresh. 
And some gone by for ever— glorious dreams. 
High aspirations, those thrice gentle thoughts 
That dwell upon the absent and the dead. 
Were breathing in her music — and these are 
Chords every bosom vibrates to. But she 
Upon whose brow the laurel crown is placed. 
Her colours varying with deep emotion^' 
There is a softer blush tlian conscious pride 
Upon her cheek, and in that tremulous smile 
Is all a womaa*s timid tenderness. 
Her eye is on a youth, and other days 
And young warm feelings have rushed on her soul 
With ail their former influence — ^thoughts that slept 
Cold, calm as death, have wakened to new life- 
Whole years* existence have passed in that glance- 
She had once loved in very early days : 
Xhat was a thing gone by. One had call'd forth 
The music of her soul : he loved her too. 
But not as she did : she was unto him 
As a young bird, who^ early flight he train*d. 
Whose first wild songs were sweet, for he had taught 
Tho&e songs ; but she look'd up to him with all 
Youth^s deep and passionate idolatry : 
Love was her heart*s sole universe — he was 
To her, Hope, Oenius, Energy, the God 
Her inmost spirit worshipped— in whose smile 
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Way all e*eii minstrd pride held pieciouB; pfaiaa 
Was pnzed but as the echo of his own. 
But other times and other feelings came : 
Hope is Ioye*s element, and love with her 
Sickened of its own vanity • • • • She lived 
Mid bright realities and brighter dreams. 
Those strange but exquisite imaginings 
That tinge with such sweet colours minstrel thoi:^;hb; 
And tame, like aunlighty was upon her path ; 
And strangers heard her name, and eyes that nerer 
Had lookM on Sappho, 3^ had wept with her* 
Her first love never wholly lost its power. 
But, like rich incense shed, although no trace 
Was of its visible presence^ yet its sweetness 
' Mingled with every feeling, and it gave 
That soft and melancholy tenderness 
Which was the magic of her song « . • • Thai youth 
Who knelt before her was so like the shape 
That haunted her spring dreams— the same dark eyes 
Whose light had once been as the light of heav«nl— 
Others breathed winning flatteries— she tum*d 
A careless bearing— but when Phaon spoke, 
Her heart beat quicker, and the crimson light 
Upon her cheek gave a most tender answer • • . • 
She loved with all the ardour of a heart 
Which lives but in itself: her life had passed 
Amid the grand creations of the thought. 
Love was to her a vision — it wa3 now 
HeightenM into devotion .... But a soul 
So gifted and so passionate as her*s 
Will seek companionship in vain, and find 
Its feelings solitary . • . • Phaon soon 
Forgot the fondness of his Lesbian maid ; 
And Sappho knew that talents^ riches, fame, . 
May not sooth slighted love^ .... 



HAXMrnvm AND BBSGRIPnYE PIECES. 183 

- - - There is a daik rock looks on the blue sea ; 
Twas there love*s hist song echoed—- there she sleeps. 
Whose \jn was crowD*d witlr laurel, and whose name 
Will be remembered long as love and song 
Are sacred — the devoted Sappho ! 



ON SAILING PAST CAPE TRAFALGAR IN THE 

NIGHT. 

Anonymous, 



Have you saiPd on the breast of the deep, 

When the winds had all silenced their breath. 
And the waters were hushM in as holy a sleep, 

And as calm as the slumber of death ^ 
When the yellow moon beaming on high, 

Shone tranquilly bright un the wave. 
And careerM through the vast and impalpable sky. 

Till she found in the ocean a grave. 
And dying away by degrees on the sight. 
The waters were clad in the mantle^of night ? 

'Twould impart a delight to thy soul. 

As I felt it imparted to mine. 
And the draught of affliction that blackened my bowl. 

Grew bright as the silvery brine. 
I carelessly lay on the deck. 

And listened in silence to catch 
The wonderful stones of buttle or wreck 

That were told by the men of the watch, 
Sad stories of demons most deadly that be, 
And of mermaids that rose from the depths of the sea. 



i 
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Strange yisions my fancy had filFd, 

I w^ wet with the dews of the nigfat; 
And I thought that the moon still continued to gild 

The wave with ^ silvery light. 
I sank by degrees into sleep, 

[ thought of my friends who were far. 
When a form seem*d to glide o*er the (ace of the doefv 

As bright as the evening star. 
Ne^er rose there a spirit more lovely and fair, 
Yet I trembled to think that a spirit was there. 

Emerald green was her hair. 

Braided with gems of the sea, , 

Her arm, like a meteor, she waved in the air. 

And 1 knew that she beckon*d on me. 
She glanced upon me with her eyes. 

How inefiably bright was their blaze ! 
I shrunk and I trembled with fear and surprize. 

Yet still I continued to gaze ; 
But enchanting] y sweet was the smile of her lip. 
And I followed the vision and sprang from the ship. 

*MJd the waves of the ocean I fell, 

The dolphins were s^porting around. 
And many atriton was tuning the shell. 

And extatic and wild was the sound ; 
There were thousands of fathoms above. 

And thousands of fathoms below, 
And we sunk to the caves where the sea lions rove. 

And the topaz and emerald glow. 
Where the diamond and sapphire eternally shed 
Their lustre around on the bones of the dead. 

And well might their lustre be bright. 
For they shone on the limbs of the brave. 
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Of those who'hftd fought in the terriUe fight^ 

And were buried at last in the wave. 
In grottoes of coral they slept^ 

On white beds of pearl around ; 
And near them for ever the water snake crept. 

And the sea lion guarded the ground. 
While the dirge of the heroes by spirits was rung^ 
And solemn and wild were the strains that they sung. 



HIHDA'S first INTBRVIBW with HBR LOVfiR. 



Sbb loves, but knows not whom she lovesb 

Nor what his race, nor whence he came ; 
Like one who meets, in Indian groves. 

Some beauteous bird, without a name^ 
Brought by the last ambrosial breeze 
From isles in the undiscover*d seas. 
To shew his plumage for a day 
To wondering eyes, and wing away f 
Will he thus fly-— her nameless lover ? 

Alia forbid I *twas by a moon 
As fiiir as this, while singing over 

Some ditty to her soft Kanoon, 
Alone, at this same witching hour. 

She first beheld his radiant eyes 
Gleam through the lattice of the bower, 

Where nighdy now they mix their sighs; 
And thought some spirit of the air 
(For what could waft, a mortal there I) 



:\ 
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Was paiuiDgf on his moonlight way. 

To listen to her lonely lay i 

This &ncy ne*er hath Mt her mind ; 

And though, when terror's swoon had past» 
She saw a youth of mortal kind. 

Before her hi obeisance cast, — 
Yet often since, when he has spoken. 
Strange awful words, and gleams have brakett 
From his dark eyes, too bright to bear. 

Oh I she hath fear*d her soul was given 
To some unhallowed child of air. 

Some erring spirit cast from heaven. 
Like those angelic youths of old. 
Who bum*d for maids of mortal mould, 
fiewilderM left the glorious skies. 
And lost their heaven for woman^s eyes! 
Fond girl ! nor fiend, nor angel he^- 
Who wooes thy young simplicity; 
But one of earth*s impassion'd sons^ 

As warm in love^ as fierce in ire^ 
As the best heart whose current runs | 

Full of the Day-God's living fire ! 



i 



■ " Hold, hold—thy words are death,*^ 

The stranger cried, as wild he flung 
His mantle back, and show'd beneath 

The Gheber belt that round him clung— 
'' Here, maiden, look — ^weep— blush to see 
All that thy sire abhors in me ! 
Yes, I am of that impious race^ 

Those slaves of Fire, who, mom and ereOp 
Hail their Creator's dwelling-place 

Among the living lights of heaven ! 
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Yes, / am of that outcait few» 
To Iran aod to vengeance true, 
Who cune the hour your Arabs came 
To desolate our shrines of flame ; 
And swear, before God*s burning eye. 
To break our country's chains, or die ! 
Thy bigot sire— nay, tremble not — 

He who gave birth to those dear eyes^ 
With me is sacred as the spot 

From which our fires of worship rise! 
But know<— 'twas he I sought that night. 

When from my watch-boat on the sea, 
I caught this turret's glimmering li^it. 

And up the rode rocks desperately 
Rush'd to my prey— *thou know'st the rest— 
I climb*d the gory vulture's nest. 
And found a trendbling dove within ; 
Thine, thine the victory — thine the sin-^ ' * 

If love has made one thought his own, ■'^ 

That vengeance claims first— last alone f 
Oh ! had we never, never met, '■"■ ^-^ 

Or copld this heart even now forget -*>' ^^ 

How link'd, how bless'd we might have been. 
Had fate not frown'd so dark between ! 
Hadst thou been bom a Persian maid. 

In neighbooiing valleys had we dwelt. 
Through the same fields in childhood play'd. 

At the same kindling altar knelt,— 
Then, th^i, while all those nameless ties. 
In which the charm of country lies. 
Had round our hearts been hourly spun. 
Till Iran*8 cause and thine were one ; 
While in thy lute's awakwing sigh 
I heard the voice of days gone by. 
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And saw in every smile of thine. 
Returning hoars of glory shine!—- 
While the wronged spirit df our land 

Livedo look*d, aud spoke her wrongs through the^— 
God I who could then this sword withstand ? 

Its Tery flash were victory ! 
But now— estranged, divoroed for ever. 
Far as the grasp of fofe can sever; 
Our bnly ties what love has wove^i— 

Faith, friends, and country, sunder'd wide ;— 
And then, then only, true to lore, 

When fidse to all that* s dear beside ! 
Thy lather, Iran's deadliest foe— 
Thysd( perhaps, even now — but no-^ 
Hate never looked so lovely yet I ' 

No— sacred to thy soul will he 
The land of him who could forget 

All but that bleeding land for thee ! 
When other eyes shall see unmoved. 

Her widows mourn, her warriors fall, 
Thourt think how well one Gheber loved» 

And for his sake thou*lt weep for all f 

But look *' 

With sudden start he^tum'd. 

And pointed to the distant wave. 
Where lights, like chamel meteors bum*d 

Bluely, as o*er some seaman's grave ; 
And fiery darts, at intervals. 

Flew up all sparkling from the main. 
As if each star that nightly foils. 

Were shooting back to heaven again.—- 
** My signal lights f — ^I must away— 
Both, both are ruin'd, if I stay ! 
Farewell, sweet life ! thou cling'st in vain— 
Now— Vengeance ! — ^I am thine again.** 
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Fiercely he broke aw^y, nor 8topp*d, 
Nor lookM— 4>at from tbe lattice drof>p*d 
Down mid the poiDted crag9 beneath. 
As if he fled from love to death. 
While pale and mute young Hinda ttood» 
Nor moved, till in the silent flood 
A momentary i^unge bcdow 
Startled her from her trance of woe. 
Such were the tales that won belief^ 

And such the colouring fancy gave 
, To a young, warm, aqd dauntless chief — 

One who, no more than mortal brave. 
Fought for the land his soul adored. 

For happy homes and altars free. 
His only talisman the sword,— ^ 

His only spell-word. Liberty ! 
One of that ancient hero line, 
AloDg whose glorious current shine 
Names that have sanctified their blood ; 
As Lebanon's small mountain flood ^>>' 

Is rendered holy by the ranks 
Of sainted cedars on its banks ! 
*Twas not for him to crouch the knee 
Tamely to Mo^em tyranny-— 
*Twas not for him, whose soul was cast 
Li the bright mould of ages p^. 
Whose melancholy spirit, fed 
With ail the glories of the dead. 
Though framed for Iran's happiest years. 
Was bom among her chains and tears ! 
'Twas not for him to swell the crowd 
Of slavish heads, that shrinking bow'd 
Before the Moslem as he passed. 
Like shfubt beneath the poison«blast 
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No— &r be^fledwndignant fled 

The pagMat of his country's ahatnef 
WMe every tear her ^children slied 

Fdl on bis soul like dropi q£ flame i 
And as a lover iialls the dawn 

Of a first smile, so welcomed he 
The sparkle of the first sword drawn . 

For Vengeance and for Liberty ! 



LaiidRookh. 



DESCRIPTION OF THB HOLD OP THS GHBBfiRS. 

Moore, 



Around its base the bare rocks stood» 
Like naked giants, in the flood. 

As if to guard the Gulf across i^-^ 
While on its peak that braved the sky* 
A ruin*d temple towerM so high. 

That oft the sleeping albatross 
Struck the wild ruins with her wing. 
And from her cloud rockM slumbering 
Started— to find man*s dwelling there, 
In her own silent fields of air ! 

Beneath, terrific caverns gave 
Dark welcome to each stormy wave 
That dashM, like midnight revellers, in;^> 
And such the strange mysterious din 
At times throughout those cavertis rollM^-^i 
And such the fearfol wonders told 
Of restless sprites impri8on*d there. 
That bold wera Moslem, who would dare, 
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At twilight hour, to steer his skiff 
Beneath tiie Gheber^s lonely cliff. - 

On the land side, those towers sublime. 
That secm\l above the grasp of time. 
Were sevefd from the haants of men 
By a wide, deep, and wizard glen. 
So fathomless, so fttll of gloom, 

No eye could pierce the yoid between ; ' 
It seem*d a place where Gholes might come 
With their foul banquets fixxn the tomb. 

And in its cayems feed unseen. 
Like distant thunder from below, 

The sound of many torrents came ; 
Too deep for eye or ear to know 
If Hwere the sea's imprison*d flow. 

Or floods of erer-restless flame. 
For each ravine, each rocky spire 
Of that vast mountain stood on fire : 
And though ibr ever pass*d the days, 
When God was worshipp'd in the blaze 
That from its lofty altar shone, — 
Though fled the priests, the votaries gone. 
Still did the mighty flame burn on 
Through chance and change, through good and ill. 
Like its own God's eternal will. 
Deep, constant, bright, unquenchable I 



DBSCRIPTIOir OP A CALM AFTER A STORM. 

Moore* 



How calm, Jiow beautiful comes on 
The stilly hour, when storms are gone ! 
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When warring windi have died aWay, 
And clouds, beneath the glancing ray. 
Melt off» and leave the land and cea 
Sleeping in bright tranquillity,— 
Fresh as if day again were bom. 
Again upon the lap of mom f 
When the light blossoms, rudely tolti 
And scattered at the whirlwind's will. 
Hang floating in the pure air, stilly 
Filling it all with precious balm. 
In gratitude for this sweet calm ; 
And every drop the thunder-showers 
Have left upon the grass and flowers. 
Sparkles, as *twere that lightning gem * 
Whose liquid flame is born of them ! 

When *8tead of one undianging breeze. 
There blow a thousand gentle airs. 
And each a different perfume bears^— 

As if the loveliest plants and trees 
Had vassal breezes of their own. 
To watch and wait on them alone. 
And waft no other breath than theirft ! 
When the blue waters rise and fall. 
In sleepy sunshine mantling all ; 
And even that swell the tempest leaves. 
Is like the full and silent heaves 
Of lovers* hearts, when newly blest — 
Too newly to be quite at rest I 

Such was the golden hour that broke 
Upon the world wh^ Hinda woke 
From her long trance, and heard around 
No motion but the waters* sound 

• A precious stonf of the Indies, called by the aneicnts Ceraanian, 
because it was suppo«ed to be fuund in places where thoo^er had fallea. 
&c. 
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Rippling against the vessel's side, 
As slow it mounted o*er tbe tide. — 
But where is she f — ^her eyes are dark. 
Are *wilder^d still — Is this the bark. 
The same that from Hermosia*s bay 
Bore lier at morn, — ^whose bloody way 
The sea-dog tracks? — No ! strange and new 
Is all that meets her wondering view. 
Upon a galliot* s deck she lies. 

Beneath no rich pavilion's shade, 
No plumes to fan her sleeping eyes. 

Nor jasmine on her pillow laid. 
But the rude litter, roughly spread 
With war-cloak St is her homely bed. 
And shawl a;nd sash, on javelins hung 
For awning, o'er her head are flung. 
Shuddering shd look*d around — ^there lay 

A group of warriors in the sun. 
Bating their libibs, as for that day 

The ministry of death wese done. 
Some gazing on the drowsy sea, 
Lost in unconscious reverie ; 
And some, who seemed but ill to brook 
That sluggish calm, with many a look 
To the slack sail impatient cast. 
As loose it flagged before the mast. 

LalU$ Rookh. 
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COMBAT OF THE BORDER CHIBFS, MUS6RATK 

AND DELORAINE. 

Scott 



III would it suit your gentle ear. 

Ye lovely listeners, to hear 

How to the axe the helms did sooiidy 

And blood pour*d down from many a wound | 

For desperate was the strife, and k>ng^ 

And either warrior fierce and strong. 

Buty were each dame a listening knight, 

I well could tell how warriors fight ; 

For I have seen war^s lightning flashing. 

Seen the claymore with bayonet clashing. 

Seen through red'blood the war-horK dashing. 

And scoimMy amid the reding strife. 

To yield a step for death or hfe. 

Tis done, His done! that ^tal blow 

Has stretched him on the bloody plain ; 
He strives to rise— Brave Musgra^e^ no I 

Thence never shalt thou rise again ! 
He chokes in blood — some friendly hand 
Undo the visor*s barred band. 
Unfix the gorget*s iron clasp. 
And give him room for life to gasp 1 ' 
O, bootless aid !— haste, holy Friar, 
Haste, 6re the sinner shall expire f 
Of all his guilt let him be shriven. 
And smooth his path from earth to heaven f 

In haste the holy Friar sped ;— 
His naked fe<H was dyed with red, 
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Ab through the lists he ran ; 
Unmindful of tiie shouts on high. 
That hailed the conqueror^s victory. 

He raised the dying man ; 
Loose waved his silver beard and hair. 
As o*er him he kneel'd down in prayer ; 
And still the crucifix on high 
He holds before his darkening eye ; 
And still he bends an anxious ear 
His faultering penitence to hear ; 

Still props him from the bloody sod, 
Still, even wh^ soul and body part. 
Pours ghostly comibrt on his heart. 

And bids him trust in God! 
Unheard he pvays ; — the death«pang*s o*er f— 
Richard of Musgrave breathes no -more. 

As if exhausted in the fight, * 
Or musing o*er the piteous sight. 

The silent victor stands : 
His beaver did be not unclasp, 
MarkM not the shouts^ felt not the grasp 

Of gratulating hands. 
When lo ! strange cries of wild surprise. 
Mingled with seeming terror, rise 

Among the Scottish bands ; 
And all, amid the thronged array. 
In panic haste gave open way 
To a half-naked, ghastly man. 
Who downward from th^ castle ran : 
He crossed the barriers at a bpund. 
And wild and haggard looked around. 

As dizzy and in pain ; 
And all, upon the armed ground. 

Knew William of Delocaine ! 

K 2 
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Each ladye sprung firom seat with speed ; 
Vaulted each marshal from his steed ; 
*• And who art thou," they cried, 
** Who hast this battle fought and won ?** 
His plumed helm was soon unjdone — 
" Cranstoun of Teviot-side! 
[ For this fair prize I've fought and won,*' — 

And to the Ladye led her son. 

Full oft the rescued boy she kiss'd. 
And often pressM him to her breast ; 
For, under all her dauntless show. 
Her heart had throbbed at every blow ; 
Yet not Lord Cratistoun deigned she greet. 
Though low he kneeled at her feet. 
Me lists not tell what words were made. 
What Douglas, Home, and Howard said—- 

— For Howard was a generous foe — 
And how the clan united prayM^ 

The Ladye would the feud forego. 
And deign to bless the nuptial hour 
Of Cranstoun*s Lord and Teviof s Flower. 

She look'd to river, look'd to hill. 

Thought on the Spirit's prophecy. 
Then broke her silence stem and still,—- 

** Not you, but Fate, has vanquish'd me : 
Their influence kindly stars may shower 
On Teviof s tide and Branksome's tower. 

For pride is queird, and love is free." 
She took fair Margaret by the hand. 
Who, breathless, trembling, scarce might stand ; 

That hand to Cranstoun's lord gave she : 
** As I am true to thee and thine. 
Do thou be true to me and mine ! 
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This clasp of love our bond shall be ; 
For this is your betrothing day. 
And all these noble lords shall stay 

To grace it with their company.** 

All as they left the listed plain. 

Much of the story she did gain : 

How Cranstoun fought with Deloraine, 

And of his Page, and of the Book 

Which from the wounded knight he took ; 

And how he sought her castle high, 

That mom, by help of Gramarye ; 

How, in Sir William's armour dight. 

Stolen by his Page, while slept the knight, 

He took on him the single fight. 

But half his tale he left unsaid. 

And lingered till he joinM the maid. 

Oared not the Ladye to betray 

Her mystic arts in view of day ; 

But well she thought, ere midnight cam^ 

Of that strange Page the pride to tame. 

From his foul hands the Book to save. 

And send it back to Michael's grave. 

Needs not to tell each tender word 

*Twixt Margaret and 'twixt€ranstoun*8 lord ; 

Nor how she told of former woes, 

And how her bosom fell and rose. 

While he and Musgrave bandied blows. 

Needs not these lovers* joy to tell ; 

One day, fair maids, youMl know them well. 

La^ of the Last Minstrel. 
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NORMAN ABBEY. 



To Norman Abbey wbirrd the noble panv— 

An old, old monastery once» and now 
Still older mansion, of a rich and rare 

Mix*d gothic, such as artists all allow 
Few specimens yet left us can compare 

Withal : it lies, perhaps, alittle k>w. 
Because the monks preferred a lull behind. 
To shelter their devotion from the wind* 

It stood embosomed in a happy valley, 

Gro^^d by high woodlands, where the Druid oak 

Stood like Caractacus, in act to rally 
His host, with broad arms, 'gainst the thunde* ttroke ; 

And from beneath his boughs were seen to sally 
The dappled foresters— as day awoke. 

The branching stag swept down with all his. herd. 

To quaff a brook which murmurM like a bird. 

Before the mansion lay a lucid lake. 
Broad as transparent, deep, and freshly fed 

By a river, which its softened way did take 
In currents through the calmer water spread 

Aromid : the wild fowl nestled in the brake 
And sedges, brooding in their liquid bed : 

The woods sloped downwards to its brink, and stood 

With their green faces fix'd upon the flood. 
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Its outlet dashM into a deep cascade. 
Sparkling with foam, until again subsiding^ 

its^ shriller echoes— like an infant made 
Quiet-^sank into softer ripples, gliding 

Into a rivulet ; and thus allayed. 
Pursued its course, now gleaming and now hiding 

Its windings through the woods ; now clear, now blue. 

According as the skies their shadows threw. 

A glorious remnant of the gothic pile, 

(While yet the church was Rome's) stood half apart 
la a grand arch, which once screened many an aisle. 

These last had disappeared,— a loss to art : 
The first yet frOwnV} superbly o*er the soil. 

And kindled fedings in the roughest heart. 
Which moum*d the power of time's or tempest's march, "" 
In gazing on that venerable arch. 

Within a niche, nigh to its pinnacle. 

Twelve saints had once stood, sanctified in stone ; 
But these had fallen, not when the friars fell. 

But in the war which struck Charles from his throne. 
When each house was a fortalice— as tell 

The annals of full many a line undone, — 
The gallant cavaliers, who fought in vain 
For those who knew not to resign or reign. 

But in a higher niche, alone, but crowned. 

The virgin mother of the God-bom child, 
With her Son in her blessM arms, Iook*d round. 

Spared by some chance, when all beside was spoiFd ; 
She made the earth below seem holy ground : — 

This may be superstition, weak or wild. 
But even the faintest relics of a shrine 
Of any worship, wake some thoughts divine. 
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A mighty window, hollow ia the centre. 
Shorn of its glass of thousand colourings. 

Through which the deepened glories once could enter, 
Streaming from off the sun like seraph's wings. 

Now yawns all desolate : now loud, now fainter. 
The gale sweeps through its fretwork, and oft sings 

The owl his anthem, where the silenced quire 

Lie with their hallelujahs quench'd like fire. 

But in the noontide of the moon, and when 
The wind is winged from one point of heaven. 

There moans a strange unearthly sound, which then 
Is musical — a dying accent driven 

Through the huge arch, which so^ and sinks again. 
Some deem it but the distant echo given 

Back to the night wind by the wiatterfall. 

And harmonized by the old choral wall. 

Others, that some original shape or form, 
Shaped by decay, perchance, hath given the power 

(Though less than that of Memnon^s statue, warm 
In Egypt's rays, to harp at a fixM hour) 

To this grey ruin, with a voice to charm. 
Sad but serene, it sweeps o*er tree or tower; 

The cause I know not, nor can solve; but such 

The fact : — I've heard it,— once, perhaps, too much. 

Amidst the court a Gothic fountain play'd. 

Symmetrical, but deck'd with carvings quaint,— 

Strange faces, like to men in masquerade, 
And here, perhaps, a monster, there a saint : 

The spring gush'd through grim mouths, of granite made. 
And sparkled into basins, where it spent 

Its little torrent in a thousand bubbles. 

Like man's vain glory, and his vainer troubles. 

Don Juan* 
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THE CASTILIAN NUPTIALS. 



And days fled ^ ^ 
A eload came o'er my destiny. 
The dream of passion soon was past, 
A summer's day may never last ; — 
Yes« every feeling tHen knew change, 
One only hope was left — ^revenge. 
He wedded with another— tears 
Are very vain, and as for fears, 
I know them not. I deeply swore. 
No lip should sigh where mine before 
Had seal'd its vow« — no heart should rest 
Upon the bosom mine had prest. 
Life had no ill I would not brave^ 
To claim him« even in the grave I 



Fair is the form that in yon orange bower. 

Like a lone spirit, bends beside the lamp. 

Whose silver light is flung o*er clustering rose. 

And myrtle with pearl buds, and emerald leaves ; 

Green moss and azure violets have formed 

The floor, and fragrant bloom the canopy. 

And periumed shrubs the pillars, round whose stems 

The vine has crept, and mixed its purple fruit 

Amid the rich-hued blossoms : citron treea 

And beds of hyacinths have sent their sweets 

Upon the odorous dew of the night gale. 

Which, playing with the trembling lamp, flings round 

A changeful light, — now glancing on the flowers, 

* Understood to be Miss Landon, the fair author of those deservedly 
popolac poems, " The Improvisatrice," and ** The Troubadour." 
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And brightening erery hue,— -now lost in shade* 
Look out upon the night I There is no star 
Id beauty visible— the moon is still 
Sojourning in her shadowy hall — the clouds 
Are thickening round ; but though the tempest's wing 
Will herald in the morning, all is still. 
And calm, and soothing now ; no rougher sounds 
Than the low murmur of the mountain rill. 
And the sweet music of the nightingale, . 
Are in the air. But a far darker storm. 
The tempest of the heart, the evil war 
Of fiery passions, is fast gathering 
O'er that bright creature's head, whose &iry bower 
And fairy shape breathe but of happiness. 
She is most beautiful! The richest tint 
That e*er with rose light dyed a summer cloud. 
Were pale beside her cheek ; her raven hair 
Falls even to her feet, though fastened up 
In many a curl and braid, with bands of pearl j 
And that white bosom, and those roimded arms. 
Are perfect as a statue's, when the skill 
Of some fine touch has moulded it to beauty. 
Yet there are tears within those radiant eyes, 
- And that fair brow is troubled f She is young ; 
But her heart*s youth is gone, and innocence^ 
And peace, and soft and gentle thoughts, have fled 
A breast, the sanctuary of unhallowed fires; 
That love has led to guilt At each light stir 
Of but a waving branch, a falling leaf, 
A deeper crimson burnt upon her cheek : 
Each pulse beat eagerly, for every sound 
To her was Fernand*s step ; and then she sunk. 
Pallid and tearful, with that sickening throb 
Of sadness only love and fear can know. 
The night passed on — she touched the silver chords. 
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And answer'd with her voice her lone guitar. 
It pleased her for a while : — it soothes the soui 
To pour its thoughts in melaacholy words ; 
And if aught can charm sorrow, music can. 
The song she chose was one her youth had loved. 
Ere yet she knew the bitterness of grief. 
But thought tears luxury : — 

*' Oh, take that starry wreath away ; 

Fling not those roses o*er my lute ! 
The brow that thou wouldst crown is pale, 

The chords thou wouldst awaken, mute. 
Look on those broken gems that lie 

Beside those flowers, withering there j 
Those leaves were blooming round my lute^ 

Those gems were bright amid my hair. 
And they may be a sign to tell 

Of all the ruin love will make : 
He comes in beauty, and then leaves 

The hope to fade, the heart to break!** 

The song died in low sobs : — *« I ever felt 

That it would come to this, — that I should be 

Forsaken and forgotten ! I would give 

Life— more than life — ^those precious memories 

Of happiness and Femand ! Td forget 

That I have been beloved, — all I have known 

Of rapture — all the dreams that long have been 

My sole existence, but to feel again 

As I felt ere I loved— «re I had given 

My every hope as passion's sacrifice." 

Her face was hidden in her hands ; but tears 

Trickled through her slight fingers, — ^tears, those late 

Vain tributes to remorse I At length she rose. 

And paced with eager steps her scented bower. 
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Then tritnm*d her lamp, and gathered flowers and leaves^ , 

Twin'd them in wreaths, and placed them gracefully ; 

Then felt the vanity of all her care. 

And scattered them around. The momiDg broke. 

And hastily she left the shade, to hide 

From all her anxious heart — her misery ! 

That day she knew her fate,— heard that Femand 

Was now betrothed to the high-bom Blanche. 

Hermione wept not, although her heart 

Sweird nigh to bursting ; but she hid her thoughts, — 

Next morning she was gone! 

The palace was all lustre, like a dome, 

A fairy dome ; the roofs were all one blaze 

With lamp and chandelier , the mirrors shone 

Like streams of light, and, waving gracefully. 

The purple draperies hung festoon'd with wreaths. 

That shed their incense round. Hall after hall 

Open*d in some new splendour. Proud the feast 

The Duke to-night gives for his peerless child ; 

And Castile's noblest are all met to greet 

Blanche and her gallant lover. Princely forms. 

And ladies beautiful, whose footsteps fell 

Soft as the music which they echoed -, light. 

And melody^ and perfume, and sweet shapes, 

Mingled together like a glorious dream. 

Hermione is there ! She has forsaken 

Her woman's garb; her long dark tre£se§ float 

Like weeds upon the Tagus, and no one 

Can in that pale and melancholy boy 

Jiecal the lovely woman. All in vain 

She look'd for him she sought; but when one past 

With raven hair, and tall, her heart beat high. 

Then sank again, when her so eager glance 

Fell on a stranger's face. At length she reached 

A stately room, richer than all the rest. 
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For there were loveliest things, though not of life : 
Canvasy to vhich the painter^s soul had given 
A heaven of beauty ; and statues, which were touched 
With art so exquisite, the marble seem*d 
Animate with emotion. It is strange. 
Amid its deepest feelings, how the soul 
Will cling to outward images, as thus 
It could forget its sickness ! There she gazed. 
And envied the sad smile, the patient look 
Of a pale Magdalen : it told of grief, 
But grief long since subdued. Half curtained round 
By vases filPd with fragrant shrubs, were shapes 
Of Grecian deities and nymphs : she drew 
Sad parallels with her of Crete, who wept 
O'er her Athenian lover's perjury. 
She left the hall of paintings, and pursued 
A corridor which open'd to the air, 
Andienter*d in the garden : there a while. 
Beneath the shadow of a cypress tree. 
She breathed the cooling gale. Amid the shade 
Of those bright groves were ladies lingering. 
Who listenM to most gentle things, and then 
Blush'd like the roses near them ; and light groups 
Of gladsome dancers gliding o*er the turf. 
Like elfin revelling by the moonlight. 
She look'd up to the lovely face of heaven, — 
It was unclouded, and the rolling moon 
Past o*er the deep blue sky, like happiness. 
Leaving a trace of light ; she gazed around, 
-And all was fair^ and gaily beautiful ; — 
There was no gloom but that within her heart. 
Ah ! this is very loneliness, to feel 
So wholly, wholly destitute, without one thing 
That has a portion in our wretchedness ! 
Then two came by ^^that voice to her was deathr-* 
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Itwasher^BdseFenand'sl Aloveljgirl 
Hung on bis arm, so soft, so delicate,' 
It 8eem*d a breath might sweep her from the earth; 
And Femand bent with mo much tendemessy 
To catch the music of the timid voice, 
Which dared not breathe its love-word audibly. 
Hermione rush*d thence, as if her step 
Had been upon the serpent* s lair. That night 
She brooded o*er her wrongs, and bitterly 
Plray*d for revenge ! — And this is woman's fate : 
All her aflections are callM into life 
By winning flatteries, and then thrown back 
Upon themselves to perish -, and her heart; 
Her trusting heart, filPd with weak tenderness. 
Is left to bleed, or break !----- 
The marriage-feast was spread, the-guests were round. 
The halls were fiUM with mirth, and light, and song. 
High o'er the rest the youthful pair were placed. 
Beneath a canopy of fretted gold 
And royal purple. With a shout they drank 
Health and long blessedness to the fair bride! 
And Fernand calFd for wine, to pledge them back 
His thanks. A slender page approached, and held 
The golden cup. - - • There is a marble look 
In the dark countenance of that pale boy, 
111 suiting one so youthful. Femand drained 
' The liquor to the dregs ; yet while he drank. 
He felt the eagle glance of that strange page 
Fix on him like a spell. With a wild laugh 
Of fearless taunting, he took back the cup :— 
That laugh rang like a demon's curse! The sounds 

Of revelry one moment paused they heard 

Muttered the words, " Vengeance !" " Hermione !*' 
Blanche broke the silence by her shriek^Femand 
Had fallen from his seat, — his foce was black 



KABRATIVB AlfD DE8GBIPT1VB PIBCB8. !207 

With inward agony. -^Tbat draught hove fate t 
That page bad poisoned him ! In dread they tum*d 
To where the murderer was : she had not moved. 
But stood with fixed eyes ; the clouds of death 
Were on her face— she too had pledged that cup I 



THE DEAD SOLDIER. 

From the German. 



He sleeps ! the hour of mortal pain 
And warrior pride alike are past ; 

His blood is mingling with the rain. 
His cheek is withering in the blast 

This mom there was a bright hue there. 
The 6u8h of courage stem and high; 

The steel has drained its current clear. 
The storm has bleaoh'd its gallant dye. 

This mom these icy hands were warm ; 

That lid, half shewing the glazed ball. 
Was life ! — ^Thou chill and clay-faced form. 

Is this the one we loved f This all f 

Woman, away, and weep no more ! 

Can the dead give thee love for love ? 
CSan the grave hear? — His course was o'er. 

The spirit winged its way above. 

Wilt thon iat dust and ashes weep ? 
Away ! thy husband lies not here : 
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Look to yon Heaven ! If love is deep 
On earth — *tis tenfold there. 

Give this a soldier^s grave. Away ! 

Then to thy closet, to thy knee: — 
Go live ; and if thou lovMst him, pray 

Even here, to make him glad of thee. 



HOHENLINDEN. 



• 0- 



On Linden, when the sun was low. 
All bloodless lay the untrodden snow ; 
And dark as winter was the flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 

But Linden saw another sight ' 
When the drum beat, at dead of night. 
Commanding fires of death to light 

The darkness of her scenery. 

By torch and trumpet fast arrayed. 
Each horseman drew his battle blade. 
And furious every charger neighed. 

To join the dreadful revehry. 

Then shook the hills, with thunder riven- 
Then flew the steed, to battle driven ; 
And louder than the bolts of heaven. 
Far flashed the red artillery. 



CampheiL 
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Bat redder yet that light shall glow, 
Oq Linden's hills of stained snow; 
And bloodier yet' the torrent flow. 
Of Iser rolling rapidly. 

'Tis mom ; but scarce yon level sun 
Can {Herce the war clouds rolling dun, 
Whete furious Frank, and fiery Hun, 

Shout in their sulphurous canopy. 

Hie combat deepens ! on ye brave. 
Who rush to gbry or the grave f 
Wave, Munich, all thy banners wave. 

And charge with all thy chivalry ! j 

Pew, few shall part where many meet ! 
The snow shall be their winding sheet. 
And every turf beneath their feet 

Shall be a soldier^s sepulchre ! 



THE MANIAC. 



Bird. 



No zephyr softly o'er the valley swept ; 
*Twas eve, and ocean*s mighty spirit slept. 
Why stands Gonilda on the craggy steep. 
All wildly gazing on the silent deep ? 
Why bends her lovely form, as though 'twould dare 
To meet the image deep reflected there ? 
Her long dishevell'd tresses loosely flow. 
Above the breast that heaves with hopeless woe ; 
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Her shadowy fonn beneath the crystal water. 
Attracts her smile ! — oh, Conrade*s hapless daughter ! 
Oh ! lost for e7er ! reason^s meteor light 
'Has fled, and left distraction^s cheerless night I 
Yety through that night there shone one radiant star. 
One ray of promised bliss — ^but distant far-: 
Nor other good could prompt on earth to stay — 
Her Leof wronged — her Conrade passed away I 
When that still flood, which now beneath her sleeps, 
Roars to the blast that o*er its bosom sweeps; 
When thunder howls, and vivid lightnings glare. 
And billowy mountains foam aloft in air, 
£*en then— when hideous waves in tumult roU^ 
E*en then — Uis calmer than her troubled soul ! 
For life's serener passions dwell not there ; 
Her words breathe anguish, madness, and despair. 

** My father ! Leof! Edwin I all are gone ! 
I fear not death, but must I die alone ? 
This fatal sorrow, this unceasing woe. 
May change my fault, if any fault I know. 
They say I wronged him — wronged a valiant Thegn ; 
Ah, Edwin ! I would wrong that love again ; 
For thou wast dearest ! — all my souVs pure light — 
The star that beamed through sorrow's lonely night— 
The ray of life's bright morn, no more to shine 
On her, whom oft thy accents numbered thine. 
Thou send'st not— comfest not— cold thy heart may be, 
Or beat no more ! or does not beat for me. 
Here first I saw thee, struggling with the wave — 
Not thine, but may be lust Gonilda^s grave. 
Ha ! art thou there! I see thy pallid brow; 
Oh, sink not — sink not — ^beat that billow now ! 
Edwin, these hands thy breast with flowers shall deck ; 
• The cold damp sea^weed winds around thy neck ! 
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Thy cheek grows pale— thy weiyry eye-balls start ; 
Thy stifling groans distract my ruined heart. 
Again overwhelmed^ my love I thy woe resign, 
Expand thy weary auns — oh, rash to mine I 
I corner I come^ thy luckless fate to share ; _ 
The wave o*erwhelms thee— I can meet thee there! 

Cai,God! " 

The Vaie of SiaugUen. 



SKETCH OF HOLLAND. 

Rw. J. MUfird. 


The smi is up ; and slowly on the tide. 
How gay, how fair the painted barges glide. 
While o*er yon level, length of mead is seen^ 
Bright as an emerald, in its robe of green. 
The mill-sail ceaseless turns— the laden wain 
Creaks as it wears along the rushy plain, 
And many a thought to calm enjoyment dear. 
And many a scene of patient toil is here— 
Along each broomy mead, each willowy shore, 
The little hamlet opes its willing door : 
And here content with ever watchful breast^ 
Dove-like sits brooding o'er its sheltered nest 
And nursed by her, here patriot valour calls 
From Delfs high spires, and Haarlem*s mouldering wails. 
And Leyden*s streets yet nobler scenes afford^ 
The scholar's counsel edged the soldier's sword. 
While he, the baffled tyrant, shrunk to see 
In famine's ghastly eye, the gleam of liberty. 

Then why should he, the pensive traveller, grieve 
For scenes like these his native hills to leave f 
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Marked he how trim yon garden's trelliss*d bound. 
How streaked with beauty rose the flower-girt mound ; 
Saw he the swan his snowy plumage lay^ 
And the green island tremble in the wave ; 
Marked he the moated watch-tower rise around 
With many a peak*d fantastic turret crown*d ?-» 
The village spire seen frequent o*er the trees. 
The tufted osiers rustling in the breeze : 
The kine that pasture in the champaign wide. 
The frequent barge laveering on the tide^ 
The poplar grove with autumn^s foliage gay. 
These all shall cheer him on his lengthening way — 
For many a day content with scenes like these, 
Well-plea8*d I gazed, for all had power to please. 
The painted summer-house, that o^er the stream 
Catches the evening sun*s departing gleam ; 
The willow weeping o*er the turf; the vine 
Whose beamy clusters through the lattice shine ; 
And the long colonnade, whose darkening green. 
Through pillar'd arches just admits the scene; 
The slow canal, the air-hung bridge, the tree 
Of figured form : — they all had charms for me. 

Here late with him I roamed, who many a day 
Had left his native vallies far away*- 
And now well-nigh the autumn day was done. 
And Ryswick*s spires shone in the setting sun. 
From mead to mead as slow we loiter'd there. 
Soft chimes came floating through the evening air, 
The music of his native land :*— it came 
And burst, and lightened on his heart, like flame ! 
What instant visions floated o*er his eyes ! 
Yon level meads in mountain structures rise ! 

* The earillont in the diarchei in HoUand rery often play SwIm tones. 
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^gain be hesurd, as oft in youth, the bee 
Wind his blithe horn in pleasant harmony- 
He heard the echoes of the torrent swell 
Along the peaked rocks of Apenzell ; 
Again he saw the bounding chamois roam. 
Scared by the eagle from his Alpine home ; 
He heard Laasanne*s still waters gently creep. 
And move and murmur to the mountain's steep : 
While the pale moon, from out her cloudy caye. 
Dropped her still anchor in the twilight wave. 



FOREST SCENERY. 



Scott. 



Tis merry in greenwood, thus runs the old lay. 
In the gladsome month of lively May, 
When the wild birds* song on stem and spray 

Invites to forest bower; 
Then rears the ash his ^^iry crest. 
Then shines the birch in silver vest. 
And the beech in glistening leaves is dressM, 
And dark between shews the oak*s proud breast. 

Like a chieftain's frowning tower ; 
Though a thousand branches join their screen^ 
Yet the broken sun -beams glance between. 
And tip the leaves with lighter green. 

With brighter tints the flower: 
Dull is the heart that loves not then 
The deep recess of the wild-wood glen. 
Where roe and red- deer find sikltering den. 

When the sun is in his power. 
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Leas merry, perchance, is the fading leaf 
That follows so soon on the gathered dieaf. 

When the green-wood loses the name; 
Silent is then tbei forest bound. 
Save the red-breast's note^and the rustling sound 
Of frost-nipt leaves that are dropping roundy- 
Or the deep-mouthed cry of the distant hound 

That opens on his game: 
Yet then, too, I love the forest wide. 
Whether the sun in splendour lide 
Aad gild its many-coloured side ; 
Or whether the soft and silvery haze, 
In vapoury folds, o*er the landscape strays. 
And half involves the woodland maze, 

Dke an early widow's veil. 
Where wimpling tissue from the gaze 
The form half hides and half betrays. 

Of beauty wan and pale. 

Fair Metelill was a woodland maid, 
Her father a rover of green-wood shade. 
By forest statutes undismayM, 

Who liv'd by bow and quiver. 
Well known was Wulfstane*s archei:y. 
By merry Tyne both on moor and lea. 
Through wooded Weardale*s glens so free. 
Well beside Stanhope's wild-wood tree^ 

And well on Ganlesse river. 
Yet free though he trespassed on wood-land game. 
More known and more feared was the wizard fame 
Of Jutta of Rookhope, the outlaw's dame ; 
Feared when she frown'd was her eye of flame ; 

More fearM when in wrath she laugh'd. 
For then, 'twas said^more fatal true. 
To its dread aim her spell-glance flew. 
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Than when from Wulfttane's bended yew 
Sprung forth the grey gooae shaft. 

Yet had this fierce and dreaded pair. 
So heaven decreed, a daqghter fair \ 

None brighter crown*d the bed. 
In Britain^B bounds, of peer or prince. 
Nor hath, perchance, a lovelier since 

In this &ir isle been bred. 
And nought of fraud, or ire, or ill. 
Was known to gentle Metelill, 

A simple maiden she ; 
The spells in dimpled smiles that lie. 
And a downcast blush, and the darts that fly 
With the sidelong glance of a hazel eye. 

Were her arms and witchery. 
So young, so simple was she yet. 
She scarce could childhood*s joys forget. 
And still she loved, in secret set 

Beneath the green-wood tree^ 
To plait the rushy coronet. 
And braid with flowers her locks of jet. 

As when in infancy ;— 
Yet could that heart so simple, prove 
The early dawn of stealing love : 

Ah f gentle maid, beware ! 
The power who now, so mild a guest. 
Gives dangerous yet delicious zest 
To the calm pleasures of thy breast. 
Will soon, a tyrant o'er thy rest. 

Let none his empire share. 

One mom, in kirtle green array*d 
Deep in the wood the maiden 8tiliy*d, 
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And where a fountain sprang. 
She sate her down, unseen, to thread 
The scarlet berry's mimic braid. 

And while the beads she strung; 
Like the blithe lark, whose carol gay. 
Gives a good morrow to the day. 

So lightsomely she sung. 

'' Lord William was bom in gilded bower. 
The heir of Wilton's lofty tower ; . 
Yet better loves Lord William now 
To roam beneath wild Rookhope*s brow ; 
And William has lived where ladies feir. 
With gawds and jewels deck their hair. 
Yet better loves the dew-drops still 
That pearl the locks of Metelill. 

** The pious Palmer loves, I wis. 
Saint Cuthberfs hallowed beads to kiss ; 
But T, though simple girl I be. 
Might have such homage paid to me : 
For did Lord William see me suit 
This necklace of the bramble's fruit. 
He fain — but must not have his will,— 
Would kiss the beads of Metelill, 

'' My nurse has told me many a tale. 
How vows of love are weak and frail \ 
My mother says that courtly youth. 
By rustic maid means seldom sooth ; 
What should they mean ? it cannot be. 
That such a warning's meant for me. 
For nought — oh ! nought of fraud or ill 
Can William mean to Metelill !" 

Harold the DauntUn 
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A MOORISH ROMANCE. 

JU« Em Lt» 



Softly through the pomegranate groves. 
Came the gentle song of the doves ; 
Shone the fruit in the evening- light, 
Like Indian ruhies, blood-red and bright ; 
l&hook the date trees each tufted head, 
As the passiBg winds their green nuts shed ; 
And like dark columns, amid the iricy 
The giant palms ascended on h^h ; 
And the mosque^s gilded minaret 
Glistened and glanced as the daylight set 
0*er the town a crimson haze 
Gathered and hung of the evening's rays ; 
And &r beyond, like molten gold. 
The burning sands of the desert rolled ; 
Far to the left, the sky and sea 
Mingled their gay immensity ; 
And with flapping sail, and the idle prow, \ 
The vessels threw thehr shades below. 
Far down the beach, where a cypress grove 
Casts its shade round a little cove» 
Darkling and green, with just a space 
Fof the stars to shine on tiie water's face, 
A small baik lay, waiting for night, , 
And its breeze to waft and hide its flight. 
Sweet is the burthen, and lovely the freight. 
For which those furled up saib await. 
To a garden, ftiiras those 
Where the glory of' t&e rose 



:l 



318 BBAIHHEB OF THB MOOBRN PORt* 

Blushes^ charmed from the decay 
That wastes other blooms away ^ 
Gardens of the &iry tale 
Told till the wood*fire grows pale» 
By the Arab tribes, when night 
With its dim and lovely light. 
And its silence suiteth well 
With the magic tales they tell. 
Through that cypress avenue^ 
Such a garden meets the view. 
Filled with flowers— flowers that seem 
Lighted up by the sun-beam; 
Fruits of gold and gems, and leavea 
Green as Hope before it grieves 
0*er the &lse and broken-lieartedy 
All with which its youth has parted. 
Never to return again. 
Save in memories of pain I 

There is a white rose in yon bower. 
But holds it yet a £urer flower : 
And music from that cage is breathing, . 
Round which a jasmine braid is wreathing, 
A low song from a lonely dove, 
A song such exiles sing and love. 
Breathing of fresh fields, summer skies** 
Now to be breathed of but in sighs I 
But fairer smile and sweeter sigh 
Are near when Leila*s step is nigh ! 
With eyes dark as the midniglit time, 
Tet lighted like a summer clime^ 
With sun-rays from within ; yet now 
Lingers a cloud upon that brow. 
Though never lovelier brow was given 
To Hour! of an Eastern heaven ! 



NABRATITB A19D DBSCRIPTIVB RS€IS. 21§ 

Her eye is dwelling on that bower. 

As eterj leaf and every flower 

Were being numbered in her heart ;— 

There are no looks like those which dwell 
On long remembered things, which soon 

Most take our first and last fsrewell ! 

Day fedes apace; another day 
That maiden will be far away, 
A wanderer o*er the dark blue sea, 
And bound for lovely Italy, 
Her mother*8 land I Hence on her breast 
The cross beneath a Moorish vest; 
And hence those s^veetest sounds, which seem 
Like music min-muring in a dream. 
When in our sleeping ear is ringing 
The song the nightingde is singing ; 
When by that white and funeral stone. 

Half hidden by the cypress gloom. 
The hymnifae mother taught her child. 

Is sung each evening at her tomb. 
But quick the twilight time has past. 
Like one of those sweet calms that last 
A moment and no more^ to cheer 
The turmoil of her path. way here. 
Tlie bark is waiting in the bay. 
Night darkens round :— Leila, away ! 
Vw^ ere to-morrow, o^er the tide^ 
Or wait and be-r-AbdaUa^s bride? 
She touched her kite— never again 
Her ear will listen to its strain ! 
She took her cage, first kissed the breast^ 

Then freed the white dove prisoned there : 
It paused one moment on her hand. 

Then spiead its glad wings to 4he air. 

L 2 
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She drank the breath, as it were healthy 

That sighed from everj soeated hkMSom ; 
Andy taking from each one a leaf^ 

ffld theoy like qpdls, upon her bosom 
Then sought the secret pa^ again. 

She once before had traced, when lay 
A christian in her fjeither's chain; 

And gave him gold, and taught the way 
To fly. She thought upcm the nighty 
When, like an angel of the light. 
She stood before the priaoner^s sig^t^ 
And led him to the cypress groves 
And showed the bark and hidden cotq. 
And bade the wandering captive flee 
In words he knew from in&hcy ! 
And then she though', how for har love 

He had braved slavery and death. 
That he might only breathe the air 

Made sweet and sacred by her breath. 
She reached the grove of cypreasev— . 

Another step is by her side— 
Another moment, and the bark 

Bears the fair Moor across the tide ! 

*Twas. beautiful, by the pale moonlight. 
To mark her eyes— bow dark, now bright; 
As now they met, now shrunk away 
From the gaze that watched and worshippM ^ir day. 
They stood on the deck, and the midnight gale 
Just waved the maiden's sUver veil-^ 
Just lifted a curl, as if to show 
The cheek of rose that was burning below : 
And never sprea ! a sky of blue 
More clear for the stars to wander through I j 
And never could their minor be 
A calmer or a lovelier sea I 
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For every wave was ^ diamond gleam t 
And that light vessd weO might seem 
A &iry ship, and that gtacefal pair 
YouBg GeoH, whose home was of light and air ! 

Another evening came 9 but dark 
The storm clouds hovered romid the bark 
Of misery ;-*-they just could see 
The distant shore of Italy, 
As the dim moon througjh vapours shone 
A few diort rays, her light was gone* 
0*er head a sullen scream was heard. 
As sought the land the white sea-bird» 
Her pale wihgs Vke a meteor streaming. 
Upon the waves a ligiit is gleaming-^ 
Ill-oBieBed brightness, sent by death 
To light the night-black deptiis beneath* 
The vessel rolled amid the suige ; 
The winds bowled round it, like a dirge 
Sung by some savage race. Then came 
The rush of thunder and of flame : 
It showed two forms upon the deck, '^ 

One clasped around the other*s neck ; 
As there she codd not dream of fear— ^ 
In her lover^s arms could danger be near f 
He stood and watdied her wHh the eye 
Of fixed and silent agony* 
The waves swept on — ^he felt her heart 

Beat close and closer yet to his f 
They burst i^)on the ship I — ^the sea 

Has .closed apon their dream of bliss ! 
Surely theirs is a pleasant sleep. 

Beneath that ancient cedar tree* 
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Whose aoiitary stem has stood 

For years alone beside the sea ! 
The last of a most noble race. 
That once had there their dwelling place-* 
Long past away ! Beneath its shade, 
A soft green couch the torf had made:*- 
And glad the morning sun is shining 
On those beneath the boughs reclining. 
Nearer the fisher drew. He saw 

The dark hair of the Moorish maidy' 
Like a Tell, floating o*er the breast. 

Where tenderly her head was laid ; — 
And yet her lovefs arm was placed 
Clasping around the gracefiil waisi t 
But then he marked the youth's black cuds 

Were dripping wet iriUi foam and blood : 
And that the maiden's tresses dark. 

Were heavy with the briny flood I 
Woe for the wind ! woe for the wave t 
They sleep the slumber of the grave I 
They buried them beneath that tree.; 

It long had been a sacred spot 
Soon it was planted round with flo^en» 

By many who had not forgot ; 
Or. yet lived in those dreams of truths 
The Eden birds of early youth. 
That make the loveliness of love. 
And called the place « The Maiden's Love,"— 
That slie who perished in the sea 
Vight thus be kept in memory. 

The ImfWiwatrict. 
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THE BOY OF EGRBMOND. 

Rogen, 



** Say ivhat remains when Hope is fled?* 
She answeiedy ** Endless' weieping !** 

For in the herdsman's eye she read 
Who in his shroud lay sleeping. 

At Emhsay rung the matin-belU 
The stag was louaed on Bardon-fell ; 
llie mingled sounds were swelling, dying. 
And down the Wharfe a hem was flying ; 
When near the cabin in the wood. 

In tartan clad and foiest-green. 
With hound in leash and hawk in hood. 

The Boy of Egremond was seen. 
Blithe was his song, a song of yore. 
But where the rock is rent in two, 
And (he river rushes through, 
His voice was heard no more! 
Twas but a fltep ! the g^tph he passed ! 
But that step— -it was his last I 
As through the mist he winged his way, 
(A doud that hovers night and day,) 
The hound hung back, and back he drew 
The Master and his merlin too. 
That narrow place of noise and strife 
Received their little all of life ! 

There now the matin-bell is rung ; 
The *• Miserere!" duly sung; 
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And holy men in oowl tnd hood 

Are wandering op and down the wood. ' 

But what avafl they* Rnthlest Lord. . 

Thou didst not shudder when tiie swoid 

Here on the yoong iti iiiry spoit^ 

The bdpleas and Uie innocent. 

Sit now and answer groan for groan,-- 

The child before &ee is thy own : 

And she who wildly wanders liieic^ 

The mother in her long detpmfy 

Shall oh remind thee^ wakhig, sleepiag» 

Of those who by the Whaife were weefang ^ 

Of those who would not be consoled 

When led with blood the rivQrMlkd* 



ON THE APPROACH OF WIHTEB. 

W€9tal 



What time the once unnotioed tide^ 
Fast swdling roHs a torrent wide ; 
What time the fidds are frequent stiowD 
With scattered leaves of yellow brown ^ 
What time the hawthorn berries glow, 
Andy touch*d by frosty the ripenM sloe 
Less crudely tastes ^ and when the sheep 
Together in the Tallies keep ; 
And all the smaller birds appear 
In flocks, and mourn the a]ter*d year ; 
The careiid rustic marks the signs 
Of winter^ marks them and repines ;. 
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Swift to the oeighb*riBg wood he goeiy 
Its branchet fidl beneath hit blowi^ 
And, as they &11» his heaMiy brood 
In bundles tie the sapless wood» 
And bear it on their heads awaj^, 
As fuel for the wintry day. 
At length the chilling mists anw 
Wide o'er the earth, and Toil the d^ies ; 
The feathei'd shower Ms qnickly down. 
And deeper seems daik wiutei^s frown ; 
The noijttwwind hollow murmMng blows. 
And drives in heaps the fiilling snows ; 
While Fancy, (now without her flowers 
Rer wandMng streams, her mystic bowers) 
Delighted, rides upon ihe wind, 
^ And shapes the wild forms to her mind, — 
Me, when the rising moming breaks 
The rear of night with ruddy streaks. 
She calls the alterM scenes to view, 
And fill the soul with features new. 
How changed, how alent is the grove, 
Late the gay haunt of youth and love ! 
Its tangling branches now are shorn 
Of leafy honours^ and upborne 
By their close tops, the snow has made 
Beneath a strange and soletnn sfaade^ 
Here oft with careless ease I lay 
On the green lap of genial May : 
Dear was the stream whose botom shone 
With fragments rude of sculpturM stone, 
Which, from yon abbey^s ivy*d wall, 
Shook by the \dnd, would often fall; 
Dear was the sound its waters madd. 
As down the pebbled slope they played. 

L 3 



ff 

I hear not now its minic roar* 
Seized hy the frost it sounds no moief 
But dreary^mut^ and sad it stands. 
Torpid beneath chill Winter^s hands. 
Stem power I be mbe with wary feet. 
On the bleak heath thy form to meet 
Full oft» but only wbni the day 
Of half its tenor»robs iky sway ; . 
Ne*er be my daring footstq» found 
On aught but closely 8hdter*d ground. 
When Thou and Nig^t, disastrous pairt 
With fear and darkness fill the air. 



THE TURKISH LADY. 



TwAS the hour when rites unholy 
Caird each Paynim voibe to prayV, 

And the star that faded slowly 
Left to dews the freshened air.. 

Day her sultry fires had wasted,. 

Calm and sweet the moonlight rose: 
£*en a captive's spirit tasted 

Half oblivion of his woes. 

Then ^twas from an £mir*s palace . 

Came an eastern lady bright : 
She, in spite of tyrants j^ous, 

Saw and loved an Engji^b knights . ' 



Campkfii* 
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** Tdl m^ captive^ why in anguish 
** Foes have dfagg'd thee here to dwell, 

** Where poor Chriitiani as they hmguish 
^' Hear no sound of sabbath bellT' 

«« *Twas on IVansylvania^ fiannat 

** When the crescent shone Bhr, 
** like a pale disastrous planet 

«< 0*er the purple tide of war— - 

^« Id thai day of desolation, 

** Lady/ 1 was captive made ; 
^ Bleeding for my Qinstian nation 

«• By the walls of h%h Belgrade.*' 



; 



4< 



U 



Captive! could the brightest jewel 
** From my turban set thee fiee f *-^ 
Lady* no :— the gift were cfud, 
^' Rans(Hn'd, yet if reft of thee. 



*' Say, &ir princess : would it grieve thee 
*^ Qiristian climes should we bdiold r* 

** Nay, bold knight ! I would not leave thee 
*^ Were thy ransom paid in gold !* 



•»» 



Now in Heaven*lb blue expansion 
Rose the midnight star to view. 

When to quit her iather*s mansion. 
Thrice she wept^ and bade adieu ! 

^ Fly we then, while none discover ! 

'^Tyrant barks, in vain ye ride f* 
Soon at Rhodes the British lover 

Claq>*d his blooming Eastern bride. 



238 wmmvuk or tsb modsbii rosn. 



A iTORM AT MADSnui. 

Bird. 



— — . DaiknesB lowered!— the earth— 4he sky^-tfie ocean. 
Were wnpp*d in gloomi the wavei^ in dfefd opmDMtioD» 
Roirdy hoaiBely ecl\giog to the storm, that ruah*d 
Wild and impetuous o^er the earth, and crushed 
Hi^ mountain pines, and from their summita tors 
Fragments of rocks, that, with tumultuous roar. 
From peak to peak.leap*d thundering to the vale. 
Where, sweeping fiercely on, the raging gale 
Scattered the sweet £k>wers with its wasting breath I 
While lightning, flying on the wings of deaths 
FiashM through the darkness j— at the thunder's peal. 
Heaven seem*d to shaken and conscious earth to reel. 
As though the jarring dementa would qiix;.. 
In one eternal chaos, and so fix 
The death of all things, swifter than tha light 
Flies down to earth, from heaven*s eth«:eal height f 
Again fierce lightning glared along the sky, 
Hoarse thunder rolled, so deep— «o awfuUy, 
That the pale moon shook in her sphere, and fled 
Bdiind the thick, the sombre clouds, that spread 
0*er earth and heaven, where darkness raig^'d alon^ 
A gloomy tyrant, on^ his ^on throne I 

OerwhelmM by terror, in that fearful hour, 
Rush*d Anna, wildly, £rom love's guilty bower I 
The life-blood chill'd upon her conscious heact ; 
Her cheeks were pale — ^her trembling lips apart*— 
And they were quivering g^iaatly, while ftu ey« 
Flashed in the lightning, as it hurried by ! 
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Her daik djaoidti *d tmtes looiely flew 
Back on the rough tlid wtnton UasI thai blew 
With ^eous breatii« from clouds of fire, that stream*d 
With blue solphureoiiB fltme^ and hideout gleam*d 
0*er her flushed chedcy while thame, remorse, despair, 
Mingled their dark and hectic shadows there! 

Near the lone rocks, beside the billowy deep^ 
Lorn Anna wandered — wandered but to weep I 
Yet Machines kiud and gentle look of love. 
Soft as the smile with which the saints above 
Soothe th^ repentant soul— that look imprest, 
Hope^s magic signet on her ftrobbing breast ! 
Otk ! when the eye that weeps for error, fears 
To gaze on heaven above, through burning tears ; 
It turns for hope^ to something loved below^ 
To that which caused those burning tears to flow f 
So the fair flower, that loves the God of day. 
If scathed and bli^ted by his dazzling ray, 
Still constant turns to that attractive sun, 
Whom yet alone it worships— though undone f 

Still raged the tempest, while the furbus waves 
Lf^^d the huge rocks, and shook their dreary caves 3 
Hear the rough beach lay broken sail and maM, 
And shrouds, wide scatterM by the vengeful blast; 
Unwelcome tokens of some foundet^d bea!k> 
0*erwhelm*d by waters, ft^omless and darki 
Then started Anna, at flie feaifti! dash 
Of ruthless billows ;— while the liightniilg's flash 
Gleamed o*er the earth, with lurid lights wA gAve^ - 
A frightful glimmering to the sombre wave. 
Deep rolling, foaming, boiling, dark beneath^ 
Then rose the frenzied orywthe cty of ded A I • 
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The last— the wild farewell— 4lie thrielt— dial bont 
From drowning men^ who, atroggliiigy dying— cnnt 
Their Me in bittemeiK, eVn while the deep 
Chiird their departing souls to dreamless sleep ! 
She heard — she wept— -Oh f hour of wrath divine ! 
Despair— remo rse a nd grie£— and shame, are thine^ 
Distracted Anna ! and thy hope is now 
But like a green leaf on a wither*d bough I 



TBB BEBCH TMB'S PBTITION. 

CompielL 



Or ! leave this barren spot to 
Spare, woodman, spare the beediea tree ; 
Thoi^h shrub or fioweiet never grow 
My dark unwarming shade below { 
Nor fruits of autumn, blossom born. 
My green and glosi^ leaves adorn ; 
Nor murmuring tribes from me derive 
The ambrosial treasure of the hive^ 
Yet leave this little spot to mei*- 
Spare, woodman, spare the beechea tree. 

Thrice twenty summers have I stood 
In bloomless, fruitless solitude^ 
Since childhood in my rustling bower 
Ymt spent its sweet and sportive hour— 
Since youthful lovers in my shade 
Their vows of truth and rapture paid ; 
And on my trunk's surviving frame 
Carved many a long-foigotten name. 
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(% i by the vows of gentle sounds 
Rrst breathed upon this sacred ground } 
By all that love hath whispered heiey 
Or beauty heard with ravished ear : 
As Lovers own altar honour me — 
Spare^ woodman, spare the beechen tree* 



THE HEATHCOCK. 

Jotmna Baiiiie. 



Good morrow to the sable beak 
And glossy plumage, dark and sleek ; 
Thy crimson moon, and azure eye, 
Cock of the heath, so wildly shy ! 
I see thee slily cowering through 
The wiry web of silver dew. 
That twinkles in the morning air. 
Like casement of my lady fEtir* 
A maid there is in yonder tower, . 
Who, peeping from her early bower. 
Half shews, hke thee, with simple wile. 
Her braided hair, and morning smile. 
The rarest things, with wayward will. 
Beneath the covert Mle them still ; 
The rarest things, to light of day- 
Look shortly forth, and shriDk away. 
A fleeting moment of deU^xt, : 
I sunned me in her cheering sigh^ 
And shorty I ween, the d^y will l)^.i 
That r shall pail^, bold with' thee. 



•'^Tj 
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Through Snowdon^t mist red beims the day. 
The climbiog herd-boy chaimts his lay. 
The gnat-flies dance their itomy ring t 
Thou art already oil the wing. 



GLENARi^. 



Of BfiARO ye yon pibroch sound sad on thegale. 
Where a band cometh slowly with weeping and wail ? 
'Tis the chief of Gleoara laments for bis dear. 
And her sire, and the people* are caird to her bier. 

Glenara came first with the mourners and shroud ; 
Her kinsmen they followM, but mourned not aloud ; 
Their plaids all their bosoms were folded around ; ^ 
They march'd all in silence— they lookM on the ground. 

In silence they march*d oyer mountain and moor» 
To a heathy where the oak-tree grew lonely and hoar : 
^* Now here, let us place the grey stone of her cairn : 
Why speak ye no word 9'* said Qlenara the. stem. 

t • - I 

'' And tell me, I dittrge you^ ye clan of my spouse^ 
Why fold ye your mantles^ why cloud ye your broWs ?'* 
So spake the rude ohieftain,r«^(^ answer is inaSe, 
But each mantle unfolding » dagger displayed* 

** I dreamt of my lady, | dreaini of her shroud/* , 
Cried a voice from the kin8meii9.afl.w]raihlalaiid loud ; 
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'* And empty that shroud and that coffin did aeem I 
Glenaia f Gleoara ! now read me my dream T* 

\ pale grew the cheek of that chieftdn, I ween, 
When the shroud was unclosed^ and no lady was seen ; 
When a voice from the kinsman spoke louder in soorn^— * 
Twas the youth who had loved the fiedr Ellen of Lorn : — 

<' I dreamt of my lady, I dreamt of her grief, 

1 dreamt that her lord was a barbarous chiefs 
On a rock of the ocean fair Ellen did seem ; 
Gl^ara ! Glenara ! now read me my dream !** 

In dust, low the traitor has knelt to the grovndy 
And the desert reveal'd where his lady was fomu) \ 
From a rock- <^ the ocean that beauty is borne ; 
Now joy to the house of fair Ellen of Lorn. 



THE DEATH OF AMIRALD^S MISTBBSS. 

X(« £• Jj» 



With maddening step I sought the place; 
I raised the mantle from her face. 
And knelt me down beside to gaze 
On all the mockery death displays. 
Until it seemM but sleep to me. 
Death, oh» no ! death it could not be. 
The co)d grey light the dawn had shed 
Changed gradual hito melting red \ 
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I watch*d the morning colour streak 
With crimson dye her' marble cheek ; 
The freshness of the stirring air 
Lifted her curls of raven hair ^ 
Her head lay piUow*d on her arm« 
Sweetly, as if with life yet warm ^ 
I kissed her l}p8 : oh, God, the chill ! 
My heart is frozen with it still ; 
It was, as suddenly on me. 
Opened my depths of misery* 
I flung me on the ground, and raved. 
And of the wind that past me craved 
One breath of poison, till my blood. 
From lip and brow, gush*d in one flood* 
I watchM the warm stream of my veins 
' Mix with the death- wound's clotted stains ; 
Oh ! how I pray*d that I might pour 
My hearths blood, and her life restore ! 

And night came on : with what dim fear 
I mark'd the darkling hours appear ; 
I could not^aze on the dear brow. 
And seeing was all left me now* 
I grasped the cold hand in my own. 
Till both alike seemM turn'd to stone. 
Night, mom, and noontide pass'd away. 
Then came the tokens of decay. 

Twas the third night that I had kept 
My watch, and, like a child, had wept 
Sorrow to sleep, and in my dream 
I saw her as she once could seem, 
Fair as an angel : there she bent. 
As if sprung from the element^ 
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The bright clear fountain^ whose pum wave 

Her soft and shadowy image gave. 

Methought that conscious beauty threw 

Upon her cheek its own sw<eet hue^ 

Its loveliness of morning red :-^ 

1 woke^ and gazed iip<m the dead. 

I mark*d the fearful stains which now 

Were darkening o*cr the once white brow,-i* 

The livid colours that declare 

The soul no longer dwelleth there, - 

The gaze of ev^ my fond eye, 

Seem*d almost like impiety. 

As it were sin for looks to be 

On what the earth alone should see. 

I thought upon the loathsome doom 

Of the grave's cold, corrupted gloom ^ 

Oh, never shall the vile worm rest, 

A lover on thy lip and breast f 

Oh, never shall a' careless tread 

Soil with its step thy sacred bed ! 

Never shall leaf or blossom bloom 

With vainest mockery o*er thy tomb ! 

And forth I went, and raised a shrine 
Of the dried branches of the pine, — 
I laid her tfiere, and o'er her flung 
The wild flowers that around her sprung ; 
I tore them up, and root and all, 
I bade them wait her funeral. 
With a strange joy, that each fair thing 
Should, like herself, Ipe withering* 
I lit the pyre— the evening skies 
Rain*d tears upon the sacrifice j 
How did its wild and awful light 
Struggle with the fierce winds of night ! 



Owf 
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Red was tfie battle, but m vain 

Hi8s*d the hot embers with the rain. 

It wasted to a smgle spark. 

That faded, and aU round was dark $ 

Then like a madman who has burst 

The chain which made him dooUy curst,' 

I fied away. I may not tell 

The agony that on me fell :*^ 

I fled away, for fiends were near. 

My brain was fire, my heart was fearl 

I was borne on an eagle's wings. 

Till with the noon sun perishing; 

Then I stood in a world alon^ 

From which all other life was gone,— 

Whence warmth, and breath, and Ule weie fled- 

A world o*er which a curse was said'. 

The trees stood leafless all, and bare. 

The sky spread, but no sun was there: 

Night came, no stars were on her way, 

Mom came, without a look of day, 

As night and day shared one pale shroud. 

Without a colour or a cloud. 

And there were rivers, but they stood . 

Without a murmur on the flood, 

Waveless and dark— their task was o*er-« 

The sea lay silent on the shore^ 

Without a sigh upon its breast. 

Save of interminable rest. 

And there were palaces and halls. 

But sileuce reign*d amid their walls, 

Thoiigh crowds yet fill'd them, for no sound 

Rose from the thousands gathered round ; 

All wore the same white bloodless hue. 

All the same eyes of glassy blue, 
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Meanioglessy cold, oorpte-like as those 
No gentle hand was- near to cloae. 
And all «eem*d as they looked on ma 
In wonder, that I yet could be 
A moving sh^ie of warooth and bBeath* 
Alone amid a world of de^th. 

^is strange how much I still retain 
Of these wild tortures of my brain. 
Though now they but to memory seem 
A curse, a madness, and a dream. 

The TrauMhur. 



LOVE'S GIFT.— THE BUBT AND THE PBABIi. 

€. THbdin. 



Ruby, a gem of the Sylphic race^ 

Glowing with ardour, and beaming with grace ; 

From whose eyes shot a radiance, chaste, brilliant, and warm,^ 

The mellow of splendour, the softness of charm; 

Enamoured became of a graced girl 

Of earthly mould, and he named her F^arl. 

And Of that maiden was lily fair. 

Perfect her form as true circles are : 

And, O, how modest that maid serene^ 

And, O, how polished that maiden's mien \ 

Pure as polishM that graceful girl ; ; 

And Ruby he glow*d for the lovely PeaxL 
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Still as he hovef d the maiden nigh. 
And caught the mild ray of hex chasten*d eye ; 
His ardour^ while gazing on one so meek^ 
Reflected a blush on her maiden cheek ; 
Ah ! Hwas not the blush of a graceless girl 
That tinted the cheek of the lovely Pearl. 

He seem*d a sun, as the sun seems Oft, 

Ruby red« with mild beams of gold ; 
And she like the moon beamed rays as soft 

As brighten the revels that fairies hold; 
And Ruby he sigh'd for that graceful girl, 
While artlessly listened the lovely Pearl. 

He sung, **0 I am a spiiit of air, 

A mortal thou, as refined as fair ; 

And sylphs may celestial converse hold 

With the pure and the lovely of mortal mould : 

And worthy art thou, O graceful girl, 

The love of the Ruby, O beauteous Pearl! 

** ril build for thy beauty a jessamine bower, 

Type of thyself that virgin flow'r ; 

And the leaves of that flower shall be emblems seen 

Of constancy, graced by the emerald's green ; 

O bless that bower, thou graceful girl. 

Where Ruby shall listen to lovely Pearl. 

•* I'll weave thee a wreath of the golden ray. 
And thy tresses shall diamond stars display ; 
The nymphs of the ocean thy birth shall tell. 
And, O, thou shalt ride in their cars of shell ; 
In the grots of coral, O graceful girl, 
Shall Ruby beam light for the lovely Pearl." 
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The virgin she listened to Lovers soft lay. 
To love as pure as the moon-beain*s ray ; 
But, O, she had sisters ; alike the whole 
]q fece and in form, and in softness and soul ; 
And« meeting alone each graceful girl» 
Ruby fended that each was his lovely Pearl. 

And every virgm the sylph had seen. 

And every virgin the sylph had won ; 
Every sister his song had been. 

And ear to his praises refused him none : 
But, meeting together each graceful girl, 
Kuby glow*d for all round as his lovely Pearl. 

The power of witchery saw the scene, 

The spirit of spite was filPd wilh spleen ; 

By magic art in a golden spell 

She bound *em for ever and aye to dwell. 

With the Ruby she fixed every graceful girl. 

And surrounded he stood by each lovely PearL 

And Love he wept ; and the sylphs complained ; 
But the witching spirit her spell maintained; 
Love called it a ring, and resolved it should prove 
A type of the pure and the ardent love ; 
And lovers gift, in a ring, to a graceful girl. 
Is Ruby, encircled by lovely Pearl. 

YouJUf Arthur, 
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THE INCHCAPE ROCK. 



i 



No stir in the air, no stir in the sea, 
The ship was still as she might be ; 
Her sails from heaven received no motion^- 
Her keel was steady in the ocean. 

Without either sign, or sound of their shock, 
The waves flow*d over the Inchcape Rock : 
So little they rose, so little they fell. 
They did not move the Inchcape Bell. 

The Abbot of Aberbrothok 
Had floated that bell on the Inchcape Rock ; 
On the waves of the storm it floated and swung. 
And louder and louder it warning rung. 

When the rock was hid by the tempest*s swell. 
The mariners heard the warning bell ; 
And then they knew the perilous rock. 
And blessM the priest of Aberbrothok. 

The sun, in heaven shone so gay-— 

All things were joyful on that day; 

The sea-birds screamM as they sported round, 

And there was pleasure in the sound» 

The float of the Inchcape Bell was seen, 
A darker speck on the ocean green ; 
Sir Ralph, the rover, walk*d his deck. 
And he &c*d his eye on the darker speck. 
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He felt the cheering pow*r of firing — 
It made him whistle, it made him sing : 
His heart was mirthful to excess— 
But the rover's mirth was wickedness. 

His eye was on the bell and float : 
Quoth he, my men, put out the boat. 
And row me to the Inchcape Rock, 
And rU plague the priest of Aberbrothok. 

The boat is lowered, the boatmen row. 
And to the Inchcape Rock they go ; 
Sir Ralph bent over from the boat. 
And cut the warning bell from the float 

Down sank the bell, with a gurgling sound ; 
The bubbles rose and burst around. 
Quoth Sir Ralph, the next that comes to the rock, 
Will not bless the priest of Aberbrothok. 

Sir Ralph the Rover sail'd away — 
He scour*d the seas for many a day ^ 
And now grown rich with plundered store. 
He steers his course to Scotland's shore. 

So thick a haze overspreads the sky. 
They could not see the sun on high ; 
The wind hath blown a gale all day, — 
At evening it hath died away. 

On the deck the rover takes his stand. 
So dark it is, they see no land ; 
Quoth Sir Ralph, it will be lighter soon, 
For there is the dawn of the rising moon. 

M 
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Canst hear, said one, the breakers roar. 
For yonder, methinks, should be the shore ? 
Now, where we are I cannot tell. 
But I wish we could hear the Inchcape BelL 

They hear no sound : the swell is strong,-— ^ 

Though the wind hath fallen they drifted along j: 
Till the vessel strikes with a shivering shock—- ^ 

Oh, Christ ! it is the Inchcape R^ ! 

Sir Ralph the Rover tore his hair ; 
He curst himself in his despair. 
The waves rush in on every side; 
The ship is sinking beneath the tide. 

But, even in his dying fear. 
One dreadful sound could the rover hear ; 
A sound as if, with the Inchcape Bell 
The devil belpw was ringing his knell. 



DEATH OF machine's ANNA. 



Her last sad tears are shed ; her eye no more 
iVeeps for her fate ; her earthly sorrows o*er. 
She wears a brightening smile of hope and love. 
As though the golden harps of saints above 
Had soothed her soul with such a heavenly strain. 
That nought could charm it back to earth again .' 



Bird. 
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Her only treasure wbicb the earth possest/ 
rJELM her, io anguish, to his tortured breast, 
I While his eye met her last — ^her dying look.— - 
•• Farewell, dear love ! farewell! when I forsook 
The world for thee, my young, my fond heart, danced 
To ;Qotes4)f gladness, and I breathed entranced. 
Nor s\mti I wake from that sweet dream of bliss ; 
, No, no t that kiss of love— and this— and this— 
Will tell my heart's warm homage, constant yet. 
How brightly hope beamed, love, when first we met ! 
Dark days have followed that dear hour ; but thou 
Hast ruled my better destiny, and now 
I could not — ^would not^-break the cherished tie 
Which long hath bound our hearts ; yet, I shall die. 
And death will break it !— thou, forlorn — alone — 
Will seek my cold, cold grave, when I am gone! 
Remember — lay me where the wild waves roar. 
Near yonder worn and rugged rock ;— and o*er 
My grave raise high the holy cross ; — ^farewell ! 
Death calls me — hark !— no more^I can but tell 
ITiat I have loved — in hope — in joy — in woe- 
Forgive me, Machin ! — God ! — forgive me too ! 

He gazed, distracted, as she breathed her last ! 
Cold were those lips, from which had often passed 
Strains of delight, that breathed the soothing balm 
Of consolation to his heart ; the charm. 
Which love once threw around those lips, no more 
Could bless his throbbing bosom — yet they wore. 
Even in death, a smile so soft — so fair- 
Left, the pure record of her latest prayer ! 
That smile expressed such hope — such faith— such ztal— 
That death's cold, plundering fingers could not steal 
Its lingering beauty, as they swept away 
The last faint tints of life's expiring day ! 

u2 
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His hand hath closed her eyes, which faintly show 
The blue veins, sleeping on their lids of snow ; 
And he hath wrapped her in a shrond — and now 
He rests his hand upon her icy brow ; 
Nor dares he yet believe that ruthless fate 
Hath left his young heart lorn and desolate ! 
Alas ! awaked by misery*s poisoned sting. 
He clasps her hand where flowers are withering I 
Those flowers — as fleeting as our fleeting breathy 
That bloom awhile in mockery of death ! 
One more— one more distracting look ! — ^*tis past — 
That hopeless look— the loneliest and the last ! 
With that wild gaze his very soul seemed fled— 
His cheek turned cold, and pallid as the dead 
That lay before him ;— o'er his throbbing brain 
Dark shades of frenzy passed ;— 4hen flashed again 
The broken light of reason, glimmering o'er 
The desert of his mind, on which no more 
The sun of happiness shall shine, to save 
The drooping mourner from the silent grave ! 



'\»: 



THE TWILIGHT HOUR. 



JLta «3< d* 



Beautiful hour — I bless thy presence! 

Heart -thrilling hour — thou art dear lo me! 
Thou tell'st of the loved— the lost— the dead— 

Of raptures that never more can be;-— 



NABRA.TiVE AND DBSCBIPTIVE PIECES. 245 

>0f the brighty bright eye, that hailed me once 
t^ Jfirith a beam of welcome all its owu, 
Wtten we met at the dear accustomed spot^ 
'Neath our linden tree, so green and lone; 

Of the yoice that sweetly breathed my name. 

With many a pure and tender vow ; 
Of the sunny smile — ^the hallowed kiss 

Of lips that are cold and silent now f 

Years have flown by — and the scythe of time 
Hath mown down flowers of my early bloom ; 

Lo! the woodman^s axe hath felled that tree. 
And the fonn it sheltered sleeps in the tomb. 

My haunts of youth wear another face. 
Than the face they wore in days of old ; 

And strangers sit in that woodbine bower. 
Where my hours of spring I gaily told. 

And strangers warble the song of mirth. 
In the hall of gladness where once I sang ; 

And other footsteps bound in the dance, 
Where mine once in joyance lightly sprang. 

All things are changed ! all that once I knew ! 

Yea, all things are changed, save theCf sweet hour ! 
Scenes of my childhood — my youth's green home — 

Hall of my fathers— my mother's bower ! 

Thou art not changed — thy soft light cometh 
To sooth my heart, as in days gone by ; 

Shedding a balm upon my spirit^ 
Gentle ani^pure as an infant's sigh. 



r 



^*- 
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The grovelling thoughts of a world of care ., 
Are hushed to sleep vfhen I gaze on thee ^. 

For beauteous phantoms around me glide, jr 

And beckon with looks of love to me. *f 

The sainted friend of my youth appears. 
But not as when last she met ray sight — 

In that dread hour, when her earthly sun 

Had set *mid tl^ darkness of death^s cold night. 

A halo of glory lights that brow. 

Where decay had set its livid seal ; 
And immortal smiles play around those lips. 

From whose portal I heard the last sigh steal. 

She calls her child— the child of her love ! 

She breathes o*er my form a spirifs kiss ; 
And whispers—*^ Thy destined task fulfil. 

For there blooms a brighter world than this.** 



TO THE AUTHOR OF « THE GARDEN OF FLORENCE/' 
" THE ROMANCE OF YOUTH," <fee. • 

A. L. H. 

When evening's shades o'erspread the sky. 
And, from her starry throne on high. 
Pale Cynthia, empress of the night, 
Sheds far and near her silver light ; 
Then, Hamilton, sweet bard, I love. 
Oh ! be it mine with thee to rove 

• Vide page 12Q. ,». 

'"9 
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Through forest dim or greenwood shade. 
For solitude and silence made. 
And hear and see those elfin sprites, 
That revel through long summer nights; 
Or that pale boy, with golden mind. 
Who for dim shades and silence pined 3 
That boy, above all mortals blest. 
He whom the fairy queen carest ^ 
That boy who left his quiet home. 
Amid the busy world to roam ; 
Or Indreana*s hie bewail,— 
Or listen to the mournful tale, 
Which Simona, in accents mild, 
Breathed to the ear of her accusers wild. 

Enchanting bard I thy magic power 
Hath shortened many a weary hour ; 
Enraptured o*er thy page Tve hung. 
What time thy muse her wild harp strung. 



THE butterfly's LOT. 



{From the French of La Marline,) 



A. L. H. 



Born with the first light breath of spring. 

When fades the rose to die ; 
To seek on Zephyr's sportive wing. 

The clear effulgent sky ; 
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Intoxicate with sweets to make 
Thy couch 'mid opening blooms ; 

Poised on some fragrant flower, to shake 
The light dust from thy plumes : 

When fades the last pale rose of eve^ 

To bid adieu to light ; 
And satiate with bliss, to leave 

These scenes for realms more bright : — 

As some pure spirit hither sent, 
To whom, blest lot, 'tis given. 

To taste each sweet to earth that's lent. 
Then wing its flight to heaven. 



•% 






f 






III. 

LYRIC, ELEGIAC, 4- AMATOEY PIECES. 

„ k 



FRANCE.— AN ODE. 

Coieridge. 
— 

Ye clouds ! that far above me float and pause. 

Whose pathless march no mortal may control ! 

Ye ocean-waves ! that, wheresoe'er ye roll, y 
Yield homage only to eternal laws I 
Ye woods ! that listen to the night-birds' singing, 

Midway the smooth and perilous slope reclined ; 
Save when your own imperious branches swinging. 

Have miAe a solemn music of the wind ! 
Where like a man belov*d of God, 
Through glooms, which never woodman trod. 

How oft, pursuing fancies holy, 
My moonlight way o'er flowering weeds I wound, 

Inspired beyond the guess of folly,— 
By each rude shape, and wild unconquerable sound? 

O, ye loud waves ! and O ye forests high ! 
And O ye clouds Aat far above me soar'd I 

Thou rising Sun ! thou blue rejoicing sky f 

m3 
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Yea every thing that is, and will be free. 

Bear witness for me, wheresoever ye be. 
With what deep worship I have still ador'd 

The spirit of divinest Liberty. 

When France, in wrath, her giadt limbi uprear'd, 

And with that oath, which smote air, earth, and sea, 

Stamp*d her strong foot, and said she would be firee^ 
Bear witness for me, how I hoped and feared f 
With whift a joy my loity gratulation 

Unaw*d I sang, amid a slavMi band : 
And when to whelm the disenchanted nation. 

Like fiends embattled by a wizzard's wand. 
The monarchs marched in evil day. 
And Britain joined the dire array ; 

Though dear her shores and circling ocean,* 
Though many friendships, many youthful loves 

Had swoln the patriot emotion. 
And flung a magic light o'er all her hills and groves; 
Yet still my jFoice, unaltered, sang defeat 

To all that bravM the tyrant-quelling lance ; 
And shame too long delayed, and vain retreat ! 
For ne'er, O Liberty ! with partial aim 
I dimm'd thy light or damp'd thy holy flame ; 

But blest the paeans of delivered France, >; 

And hung my head and wept at Britain's name* 

** And what," 1 said, " though blasphemy's loud scream, 

With that sweet music of deliverance strove ? 

Though all the fierce and drunken passions wove 
A dance more wild than e'er was maniac's dream ? 

Ye storms! that round the dawning east assembled. 
The sun was rising, though ye hid his light!'' 

And when, to soothe my soul, that hoped and trembled. 
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The dissonance ceasM^ and all seem'd calm and bright ; 

When France^ her front deep scar*d and gory. 

Concealed with clustering wreaths of glory ; 
When, insupportably advancing^ 

Her arm made mockery of the warrior's camp ; 
While timid looks of fury glancing. 

Domestic treason, crushed beneath her &tal stamp. 
Writhed like a wounded dragon in his goie ; 

Then I reproachM my fears that would not flee— 
** And ^n," I said, ** shall Wisdom teach her lore 

In the low huts of them that toil aDd groan ! 

And, conquering by her happiness alone. 
Shall France compel the nations to be free, 

Till Love and Joy look round, and call the earth their own.** 

Forgive me, Fireedom I O, forgive those dreams ! 

I hear thy voice, I hear thy loud lament, 

From bleak Helvetians icy caverns sent — 
I hear thy groans upon her blood-stain*d streams ! 

H(|roes I that for your peaceful country perished-* 
^ And ye, that fleeing, spot your mountain-snows 

With bleeding wounds, forgive me that I cherished 
One thought that ever blessed your cruel foes ! 

To scatter rage and traitorous guilt * 

Where Peace her jealous home had built ^ 
A patriot race to disinherit 

Of all that made their stormy wilds so dear; 
And with inexpiable spirit 

To taint the bloodless freedom of the mountaineer — ^ 

O, France ! that mockest heaven ! adulterous, blinds 

And patriot only in pernicious toils I 
Are these thy boasts, champion of hiunan kind. 

To mix with kings in the low lust of sway. 

Yell in the hunt, and share the murderous prey ; 
To insult the shrine of Liberty with spoils 

From freemen torn — ^to tempt and to betray ? 
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The sensual and the dark rd)el in vain. 
Slaves by their own compulsion ! In mad game 
They burst their manacles, and wear the name 

Of Freedom, graven on a heavier chain ! 
O, Liberty I with profitless endeavour 

Have I pursued thee many a weary hour ^ 
But thou nor sweirst the victor^s strain, nor ever 

Didst breathe thy soul in forms of human power. 
Alike from all, howe*er they praise thee, 
(Nor prayer nor boastful name delays thee) ^ 

Alike from priestcraft* s harpy minions. 
And fEuitious blasphemy^s obacener slaves. 

Thou speede^t on thy subtle pinions. 
The guide of homeless winds, and playmate of the waves! 

And there 1 felt thee — on that sea-clifi^s verge. 
Whose pines, scarce traveird by the breeze above^ 

Had made one murmur with the distant surge ! 
Yes, while I stood and gazed, my temples bare. 
And that my being, through earth, sea, and air 

Possessing all things with intensest love; 
O, Liberty ! my spirit felt thee there. 



► 

** 




JULIA'S LETTER. 



Byron, 



They tell me *tis decided , you depart ; 
Tis wise-**tis well, but not the less a pain; 

I have no further claim on your young hearty- 
Mine is the victim, and would be again ; 

To love too much has been the only art 
I used.— I write in haste, and if a stain 

Be on this sheet, *tis not what it appears. 

My eye-balls bum and throb^ but have no tears. 
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I loved, I love you — ^for this love have lost 
State, station^ heaven, mankind's, my own esteem. 

And yet can not regret what it hath cost. 
So dear is still the memory of diat dream ; 

Yet, if I name my guilt, His not to boast. 
None can deem harshlier of me than I dfiqpa : 

I trace this scrawl because I cannot rest— 

Fve nothing to reproach, or to request. 

Man*s love is of man*s life a thing apart, 

Tis woman*s whole existence; man may range 

ttt court, camp, church, the vessel, and the mart. 
Sword, gown, gain, glory, offer in exchange 

Pride, fame, ambition, to fill up his heart. 

And few there are whom these cannot estrange ; 

Men have all these resources, we but one, 

To love again, and be again undone. 

You will proceed in pleasure, and in pride^ 

Beloved and loving many ; all is o*er 
For me on earth, except some years to hide 

My shame and sorrow deep in my heart's core; 
lliese I could bear, but cannot cast aside 

The passion which still rages as before! 
And so farewell — ^forgive me, love me— No, 
iThat word is idle now— -but let it go. 

My breast has been all weakness— is so yet ; 

But still I think I can collect my mind; 
My blood still rushes where my spirit*8 set. 

As roll the waves before the settled wind; 
My heart is feminine, nor can f<»:get— - 

To all, except one image, madly blind. 
So shakes the needle, and so stands the pole. 
As vibrates my fond heart to my fix*d soul* 
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I have no more to say» but linger still. 
And dare not set my seal upon this sheet. 

And yet I may as well the task fulfil, 
My misery can scarce be more complete. 

I had not lived till now, could sorrow kill ; 
Death shuns the wretch who fain the blow would meet, 

And I must even survive this last adieu. 

And bear with life— to love and pray for you. 

Don Juan 



THE GONDOLA. 



The Gondola glides 

Like a spirit of night, 
0*er the slumbering tides, 

In the calm moonlight; — 
The star of the north 

Shews her golden eye. 
But a brighter looks forth 

From yon lattice on high .» 

Her taper is out, 

And the silver beam 
Floats the maiden about. 

Like a beautiful dream ! 
And the beat of her heart 

Makes her tremble all o'er ; 
And she lists, with a start, 

To the dash of the oar. 



Heme 
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Bii^e moments are past, ^ . ^ 

And her fears are at rest, 
And her lover at' last 

Holds her clasp*d to his breast; 
And the planet above. 

And the quiet blue sea. 
Are pledged to his love 

And his constancy. 

Her cheek is reclined 

On the )iome of his breast. 
And his flhgers are twined 

*Mid her ringlets, which rest 
In many a fold 

O'er his aim, that is placed 
Bound the cincture of gold "' 

Which encircles her waist. 

He looVs on the stars 

Which are gemming the blu^ 
And devoutly he swears 

He will ever be true ; 
Then bends him to hear 

The low sound of her sigh. 
And kiss the fond tear 

From her beautiful eye. 

And be watches its flashes. 

Which brightly reveal 
What the long fringing lashes 

Would vainly conceal ; 

And inniji t|lijtJO""^i 
All his ardour to 

Her reply, as it steals 
In a blush o'er her cheek f 



256 BEAtJTIES OF THE MODERN POEM. 

TiJU woa by the prayen 

Which so softly reprove. 
On his bosom, in telirs. 

She half murmurs her love ; 
And the stifled confession 

Enraptured he sips, 
*Mid the breathings of passion. 

In dew from her lips ! 



THE DREAM OF ENDTMION. 

Braftdreik* 



The sun had just set o*er the green isle of Patmos ; 

The bright star of eve had just risen o*er the steep ; 
Where, hard by his flock, the young shepherd of Latmos, 

All fair in his beauty, lay cradled in sleep. 

He slept — ^but it was not that undisturbed slumber. 
Which, while it refreshes, oppresses the soul ; 

Strange visions of darkness and light, without number, 
Appeared in chaotic confusion to rolL 

Earth seem*d all deprived, as by magic, of motion, — 
E^en Jove's mighty self stood transfixed with despair, — 

No tide, not a wave, swellM the surface of ocean. 
For Neptune no more was omnipotent there. 

Still, still he dream'd on — not a night breeze was playing 

In soft fairy whispers the laurels among ; 
The sheep on the thyme banks no longer were straying — 

All nature was hushM^ save the nightingale^s song. 



ft 
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Twas thus as he slumberM, a bright cloiid of glory 
Came o*er him, yet broke not the wfafle his repoie ; 

[t vaiii8h*d9 and from it, all chaste as in story, 
^et fiEdrer, Ihe form of Diana arose. 

^ Long time, hapless shepherd I I*ve seen, and for ever 
Am fated to see,** she exclaimed, ** thy distress; 

Not idly, though Tainly, since never, oh ! never 
Must Dian acc^of a mortal's caress. 

'* Yet still what I can I will give to thee— (languish 
No more, then, for pleasures, thy birthright above) — 

I'll give thee fair friendship, the soothe of anguish. 
Not dark as despair, nor yet lambent as love. 

** Yes-4iEiendship, which, free from love*8 selfish caresaei, 

Enchall%, but beguiles not th* affectioni the while ; 
The dark cloud of sorrow, which often oppveves 

The spirit, disperses if friendship but smile. 

* 
** Then fare thee weU, shepherd I should Venus around thee 

Her Cyprian mantle endeavour to roll* 
Dispel the illusion ! say Dian has bound thee 
*With that which enchains— not the heart— but the soul !** 

And still on the verge of the moon-crested mountains 

The form of Endymion is fabled to move. 
And many a Greek girl, as she weeps by its fountain. 

How often fof friendship would baiter young love. 



258 BEAUTIBS OF THB MODERN POET8. 



THE LOVER'S ADDRESS TO THE SPIRit OF W 

MISTRESS. 



Treab are bright, bright eyes that o<foit my gaze^ 
There are graceful forms that meet me. 

There are gentle Toices on mine ear, 
That pour sweet songs to greet me ! 

But by that deep vow that made us one^ 

In lifers first mom of beauty. 
Not all their spells shall seduce my heart 

From thee, and love, and duty. ^ 

No ! — ^by the first chaste, hallowed kiss 
Thy vu-gin fondness granted^- "^ 

Pledge of a flame, how pure f for which 
My spirit long had panted — 

And O ! by the last faint kiss, that uiged 

The frenzy of ihy lover, 
In that dark hour, when thy sinless soul 

Seem'd on thy lips to hover- 
As theugh, ere for realms of cloudless joy. 

It plumed its snowy pinion. 
It paused, to weep o'er the lonely heart 

That it left to grief*s dominion. 

• Author of •• Lyrical Poems," •• Thq Siege of Zaragoza," " Childt 
Harold's Pilgrimage," &c. 
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By the bitter tears that dimm'd mine eye. 
When these hands thy bierjifice dressing— 

WhSe amidst ^^^((gSldy cold silence Ihere^ 
I redfl'd thy dying blessing ! 

By these I swear, though tip gates of death 

For a while our souls may sever, 
I am thina— with proud and single hearty 

That can beat for another — never ! 



-.* Wken I meet with those that look;, like thee^ ^ 

And gaze on their winning grades^ 
My mind but turns to the days gone by, 
I. And THY form of light retraces;— 

They are not ^ee, nor shall their faint charms 

L<^e'fr buried fires awaken; — 
They are not thee, nor shall plighted faith 

By novelty be shaken ! 

No— never shall my unspotted truth 

To thee be stainM or broken 1 
ni hold it fast till we meet agalB, 

As a rich and holy token 

Of a love that looks to brighter worlds. 
Through the clouds that fail to blind it— 
f*0^-k>ve that will shortly speed to thee, 
From the bonds of flesh that bind it ! 
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THE lONG OF GRIEF. 



Anonymmu 



m 

You bid me sing the wmg you love — 
How CAN I sing, when blinding tears 

Rush to mine eyes, and thoughts of gpnef 
Mine inmost soul to sadness move ? 

I sing of lore— of parted love— 

Of death, that nipp*d the buds of youtb^ 

And quenched the pure and glowing fires 
Of early tenderness and truth. 

I sing— and lo I — a bitter tear 

Of deep remembrance gems your chedc ; 
I gaze— and soon my sight grows dim. 

My accents indistinct and weak. 

Never again shall that sad song 
Be heard by thee-— m^ hand and voice 

Shall never rouse one chord of pain, 
fittt strive to bid thy soul rejoice. 

1*11 sing of hope— immortal hope, 
That flits not with the fleeting breath ; 

But with an eagle*s pinion soars 
Above the storms of time and death. 

Then if a smile — a placid smile. 

Steal o'er thy cheek, be mine the task 

To keep the pleasing stranger there- 
No higher office do I ask. 



L]|t|C, BLEOIAC, AND AMATOmT FIBCIB. 261 



REPLY. 

— o 

Ah» yes! again let that sad song 
Be heard by me ; iht/ hand aod voice. 

With holiest speU, the chords of pain 
Can sweep-^then bid my soul rejoice. 

That song awakens many a thought 
Of days long past — for ever fled ! 

Of joys that, in the darksome tomb,** 
Sleep with the memory of the dead. 

Yet, friend beloved— heart honour^d^-dear 
Aa earth*s best, hope — thy magic strain, 

Though it may agonize the breast. 
Shall add no link to misery*s chain. 

For, oh I *tis bliss to know that one 
So kind, so good^ so pure of heart. 

Her sweetest sympathies can yield. 
Her noblest energies impart. 

Then, once again, let that sad song 
Be heard by me ; my grateful care 

Shall bless thee in the earliest dawn. 
Shall bless thee in its midnight prayer ! 



HUrral. 
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REST, STRANGER, REST! 

^ . Bird. 

Rest, stranger, rest, the storm is o*er ; 

Tired with their rage the winds are sleeping -, 
The tempest's howl is heard no more. 

Nor cry of hapless seaman weeping. 
Swift from the heaven the dark clouds fly. 
The moon again illumes the sky. 
Her beam is dancing on the shore ; 
Rest, stranger, rest — ^the storm is o*er. 

For thee, perchance^ liot tears are shed. 

For thee, whom cruel fate doth sever 
From all thou loveit, with joyless dread ; 

Oh ! they may deem thee lost for ever ? 
Yet, chace that mournful thought away, 

And thou may*st see a brighter day : 
Despair not, nor thy fate deplore ; 
Rest, stranger, rest— the storm is o'er. 

Or does one loved till death bewail 
Thy long-lost smile, with aching bosom. 

And phrenzied eye, and cheek all pale. 
Which once was fair as vernal blossom ? 

Ohl slie may wake from sorrow's dream. 

To hail her soul*s departed beam ; 

Then tears of love will fall no more ; 

Rest, stranger, rest— the storm is o'er. 

And thou hast *scaped the hideous wave ! 
Delightful thought ! dispelling sadness : 



»> 
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No nciore thoa dread^st the cold sea>grave, 

And I may tune my harp to gladness. 
Light gliding o'er the level main. 

The k3n:i3e * ^reads her sail again ; 
No lightning glares, nor billows roar ; 

Rest, stranger, rest — the storm is o'erl 

Vaie of Skughdtn. 



WAR SONG. 



Byron. 



TAMBOuRGif Tambourgi! t thy -larum afar 
Gives hope to the valiant, and promise of war; 
All the sons of the mountains arise at the note, 
Chimariot, Illyrian, and dark Suliote I 

Oh ! who is more brave than a dark Suliote, 

In his snowy camese and his shaggy capote? 

To the wolf and the vulture he leaves his wild flock, 

And descends to the plain like the stream from the rock. 

Shall the sons of Chimari, who never forgive 
The fault of a friend, bid an enemy live ? , 
Let those guns so unerring such vengeance forego ? 
What mark is so fair as the breast of a foe ? 

Macedonia sends forth her invincible race ; 
For a time they abandon the cave and the chace : 

* The smaller vessels of the Ang'o-Saxons were called_kyules. 
•f Drummer. 



Vr ^ ^ 



» 
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But those scai& of blood-ied shall be redder, before 
The sabre is sheathed and the battle is o*er. 

Then the pirates of Pargpa that dwell by the waves» 
And teach the pale Franks what it is to be slaves, 
Shall leave on the beach the long galley and oar. 
And track to his covert the captive on shore. 

I ask not the pleasures that riches supply. 
My sabre shall win what the feeble must buy; 
Shall win the young bride with her long flowing hair, 
And many a maid from her mother shall tear. 

I love the fair face of the maid in her youth : 
Her caresses shall lull me, her music shall soothe ; 
Let her bring from the chamber her many toned lyre, 
And sing us a song on the fall of her sire. 

Remember the moment when Previsa fell. 
The shrieks of the conquered, the conqueror*s yell ; 
The roofs that we fired, and the plunder we shared. 
The wealthy we slaughtered, the lovely we spared. 

I talk not of mercy, I talk not of fear ; 
He neither must know who would serve the Vizier ; 
Since the days of our prophet the Crescent ne^er saw 
A chief ever glorious like All Pacha. 

Dark Muchtar his son to the Danube is sped. 
Let the yellow-hair*d * Giaours f view his horse-tail J wit 
dread; 



* Yellow is the epithet given to the Russians. f Infidel. 

t Horse-tails are the insignia of a Pacha. 
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When his Ddhis * come dashing in blood o*er the banks* 
How few shall escape from the Muscovite ranks ! 

Selictar, t unsheath then our chiefs scimitar : 
Tambourgi ! thy 'larum gives promise of war ! 
Ye mountains, that see us descend to the shore. 
Shall view us as victors, or view us no more ! 



THE SULIOTE MOTHER. 

Mrs, Hemant, 



VaiiouB writer^ on Modern Greece kaye related the fate of those Soliote 
women, who threw' themselTOs, with their infants, fh)m the precipices 
of their monntainous territory, on the conqoett and approach of Ali 
Pacha. One of those narrators adds, that a wild song was cbaunted 
by the mothers before committing the act of desperation. 



SflE stood upon the loftiest peak, 

Amidst the dark blue sky ; 
A bitter smile was on her cheek, 

And a dark flash in her eye. 

** Dost ihou see them, boy ?— through the dusky pinet 
Dost thou see where the foemen's armour shines ? 
Hast thou cai^ht the gleam of the conqueror*s crest ? 
My babe! that I cradled on my breast! 
Wouldst thou spring from thy mother's arms with joy I 
That sight hath cost thee a father, boy !'* 

• Horsemen, aniweriog to our fodof n hope, 
t Bwordpbearer. , 

N 



w^ 



Tbcj OKi bo^'d lisg& & ids of dmli. 



^T^ fagtreczcHi'dtbelooeBt^aDdontiiey 
Wotfcr the aociDlui-lifiix& and hooK! 
TbfiEC, vtoe the koziler hid by his ipev, 
Tbtfs, wfaoe tile Ijre bath been sweet to hear. 
There, wfa£T« I mig &ee, &ir babe, to sleq», 
Xoo^ bat the blood itain oar trace shall keep \ 



p* 



And now the bom*8 loud blast was heard. 
And now the cymbal*8 dang. 

Till even the upper air was stirred. 
As diffis and hollows rasg. 

^ Hark ! they bring music, my joyous child ? 

What saith the trumpet to Suli's wild ? 

Doth it light thine eye with so quick a fire, 

As if at a glimpse of thioe armed sire ? 

—Still !— be thou still ! — there are brave men low — 

Thou wouldst not smile couldst thou see him now !** 

ihit nearer came the clash of steel, 

And louder swelFd the horn. 
And farther yet the tambour*s peal 

Through the dark pass was borne. 

'* lU'Ai'M thou tlie sounds of their savage mirth? 
Ik\v> thou wcrt fn^e when I gave thee birth ! 
Fit»«>» lAUil ttow cherished ! mv wairior's 
Mt^i KH\ hAth ble«»\i thee» as 1 have done. 
A>\ «ud mu'Ui^uM mu$t hb loved ones 
ftt«^d<MK^ y\>uug Sulkx^ ItMr me and dweT 



LYRIC* ELBGUC9 AND AMATOBV PIECES. 267 

And from the arrowy peak she sprung. 

And fast the fair cluld bore : 
A veil upon the wind was flung — 

A cry — and all was o*er ! 



WOMAN. 

Anonymoug. 



Gone from her cheek is the summer bloom. 
And her breath has lost all its faint perfume, 
And the gloss hath diopp*d from her golden hair. 
And her forehead is pale, though no longer Mr. 

And the spirit that sate on her soft blue eye 
Is struck with cold mortality -, 
And the smile that playM on her lip hath fled. 
And every grace hath now left the dead. 

Like slaves they obey*d her in height of power. 
But left her all in her wintry hour ; 
And the crowds that swore for her love to die. 
Shrank from the tone of her last sad sigh— 
And this is man's fidelity. • 

*Tis woman alone, with a firmer heart. 
Can see all these idols of life depart. 
And love the more, and soothe, and bless 
Man in his utter wretchedness. 



N 2 



2^ BBAUTIES OF THE MODBRK POXTK 



OH, KEEP THE RING ! 

To a Friend about to maf^ a second time. 

Anonymous. 



Oh, keep the ring one little year — 

Keep poor Eliza^s ring. 
And shed on it the siknt tear. 

In secret sorrowing* 

Thy lipsy on which her last* last kiss 

Yet lingers moist and warm. 
Oh, wipe them not for newer bliss. 

Oh, keep it as a charm* 

These haunts are sacred to her love. 

Here still her presence dwells ; 
Of her the grot, of her the grove. 

Of her the garden tells. 

Beneath these elms you sate and talkM^ 

Beside that river's brink. 
At evening, arm-in-arm you walkM, — J 

Here stopt to gaze and think. 

ThouUt meet her when thy blood beats high 

In converse with thy bride, 
Meet the mild meaning of an eye 

That never learnt to chide. 
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Oh, no, by HeaveD, another here 

Thou canst not — must not bring ; 
No, keep it — ^but one little year, 

Keep poor £liza*s ring. 



TO JESSY. 



.ddreised by .Lord Byron to his Lady, a few montha before their 
separation*] 



There is a mystic thread of life 
So dearly wreathed with mine alone. 

That Destiny's relentless knife 
At once must sever both or none^ 

There is a,/orm on which these eyes 
Have often gazed with fond delight-* 

By day that form their joy supplies. 
And jlreams restore it through the night 

There is a voice whose tones inspire 

Such thrills of rapture through my breast- 

I would not hear a seraph choir. 
Unless that voice could join the rest. 

There is 9. face whose blushes tell 
Affection's tale upon the cheek— 
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But pallid at one fond farewell, 
Proclaims more lore than words can speak. 

There is a Up^ which mine hath pres^ 
And noDe had ever prest before ; 

It vow'd to make me sweetly blest. 
And min&— mine only, prest it more. 

There is a bosom — all my own- 
Hath pillowM oft this aching head; 

A mouth which smiles on me alone. 
An eye whose tears with mine are shed. 

There are two hearts whose movements thrill 

In unison so closely sweet ; 
That, pulse to pulse responsive still. 

That both most heave— or cease to beat. 

There are two souls whose equal flow 
In g^itle streams so calmly nm. 

That when they part — they part ! — ah ! no, 
They cannot part— M5*e souls are one. 



STANZAS TO 



Yes ? — thou art wed ! — I know it all — 
Yet why remind me of my pain ? 

Why let that magic smile recal 
Hopes that must never bloom again ? 

* By tlie author of " Astarte," and « Melancholy Houi «»." 
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Vam is the wuh, that Time's cold wiBi; 

May all the griefs I feel remove ; 
Since future years do balm can bringy 

To heal the pangs of slighted love! 

No ! nowt life*s fairest scenes must be 

A weary waste of tedious hours ; 
A gloomy, cheerless waste to me. 

Where thorns usurp the place of flowers ! 

The past^ — it now might almost seem 

The phantom of a fever'd brain ; 
But that to prove Hwas not a dream. 

Thine image and my grie& remain ! 

They«/«r«,— His a cheerless gloom. 

That has no ray of hope for me. 
Save what is veil'd beyond the tomb. 

And shrouded in eternity ! 

Then do not tell me I shall live 

To think on thee without regret ; 
Though time may teach me to forgive^ 

H cannot teach me to forget ! 

Say not, when love has ceased to bum, 

When reason shall my passion end, 
In calmer hours I may return, 

And claim the sacred name of frieod. 

No, never ! friendship such as mine 

Were like the fatal Simoom's breath 
To souls as good and pure as thine. 

Blasting the flower it loves with death f 
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We*ll meet no moief may miling yean 
Still o*er thy path new blewngs sbower; 

And may the memory of my tean 
Ne'er rise to damp one festive bom' ! 



FROM THE ARABIC OF TOGRAI. 

Anonym$its, 
— — 

Thou sleep'st, while the eyes of the planets are watching, 

Regaidless of love and of me ; 
I sleep, but my dreams, at thy lineaments catcldng. 

Present me with nothing but thee. 

Thou art changed, while the colour of night changes not. 

Like the ^ing allurements of day ; 
I am changed, for all beauty to me seems a blot, 

While the joy of my heart is away. 



NELL GWYNN. 

Alaric Watts, 



Written arter viewing a Portrait (supposed to be of this celebrated 
beauty) by Sir Peter Lely, from the collection of R. Cracroft, Esq. 



Beautiful and radiant girl I 
We have heard of teeth of pearl. 
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liips of conJy chedcs of roie^ 
Necks and brows like drifted snows. 
Eyes as diamonds sparkling bright^ 
Or the stars of summer's night. 
And expression, grace, and soul. 
Softly tempering down the whole ; 
But a form so near divine. 
With a face so lair as thine^ 
And so sunny«bright a brow. 
Never met my gaze till now ; 
Thou wert Venus* sister twin. 
If Uiis shade be thine, Nell Qwyn ! 

Cast that carcanet away,— 
Thou hast need of no display — 
Gems, however rare, to deck 
Such an alabaster neck ! 
Can the brilliant's lustre vie 
With the glories of thine eye? 
Or the ruby*s red compare 
With the two lips breathing there ? 
Can they add a richer glow 
To thy beauties ? No, sweet, no! 
Though thou bear'st the name of one 
Whom twas virtue once to shun. 
It were, sure, to taste, a sin. 
Now to pass thee by, Nell GJwyn f 

But they've wrong'd thee— and I swear 
By thy brow so dazzling fair. 
By the light subdued that flashes 
From thy drooping lids' silk lashes, 
By the deep blue eyes beneath them. 
By the clustering curls that wreathe them, 

N 3 



i 
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For in the rooky strait beneath. 

Lay Suliote sire and son ; 
They had heaped high the piles of death. 

Before the pass was won. 

« They have crossM the torrent, and on they come! 
Woe for the mountain-hearth and home ! 
There, where the hunter laid by his spear. 
There, where the lyre hath been sweet to hear. 
There, where I sang thee, fair babe, to sleep. 
Nought but the blood-stain our trace shall keep !" 

And now the horn's loud blast was heard. 
And now the cymbal's clang. 

Till even the upper air was stirred. 
As cliffs and hollows raBg. 

** Hark ! they bring music, my joyous child ! 

What saith the trumpet to Suli*s wild ? 

Doth it light thine eye with so quick a fire, 

As if at a glimpse of thine armed sire ? 

— Still .'—be thou still ! — there are brave men low — 

Thou wouldst not smile couldst thou see him now !" 

But nearer came the clash of steel, 

And louder swell'd the horn. 
And farther yet the tambour's peal 

Through the dark pass was borne. 

^' Hear'st thou the sounds of their savage mirth f 
Boy, thou wert free when I gave thee birth ! 
Free, and how cherish'd ! my warrior's son ! 
He, too, hath bless'd thee, as I have done. 
Ay, and unchain'd must his loved ones be— 
Freedom, young Suliote, fbr me and thee !** 



LYRIC, ELBOIAC9 AND AMATOBV PIECES. 267 

And from the arrowy peak she sprung. 

And &st the fair child bore : 
A veil upon the wind was flung — 

A cry — and ail was o*er ! 



WOMAN. 

Anonymous, 



Gone from her cheek is the summer bloom. 
And her breath has lost all its faint perfume. 
And the gloss hath dropp*d from her golden hair. 
And her forehead is pale, though no longer fair. 

And the spirit that sate on her soft blue eye 
Is struck with cold mortality ; 
And the smile that playM on her lip hath fled. 
And ev^y grace hath now left the dead. 

Like slaves they obey*d her in height of power. 
But left her all in her wintry hour ; 
And the crowds that swore for her love to die. 
Shrank from the tone of her last sad sigh-* 
And this is man's fideUty. • 

'Tis woman alone, with a firmer heart. 
Can see all these idols of life depart, 
And love the more, and soothe, and bless 
Man in his utter wretchedness. 



N 2 
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OH, KEEP THE RING ! 

To a Friend about to many a second time. 

Anonymous. 



Oh, keep the ring one little year — 

Keep poor Eliza^s ring. 
And shed on it the sOent tear. 

In secret sorrowing* 

Thy lipsy on which her la8t« last kiss 

Yet lingers moist and warm. 
Oh, wipe them not for newer bliss. 

Oh, keep it as a charm* 

These haunts are sacred to her love. 

Here still her presence dwells ; 
Of her the grot, of her the grove. 

Of her the garden tells. 

Beneath these elms you sate and talkM, 

Beside that river's brink, 
At evening, arm-in-arm you walk*d, — J 

Here stopt to gaze and think. 

ThouUt meet her when thy blood beats high 

In converse with thy bride, 
Meet the mild meaning of an eye 

That never learnt to chide. 
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Oh, no, by Heaven, another here 

Thou canst not — must not bring ; 
No, keep it — ^but one little year, 

Keep poor £liza*s ring. 



TO JESSY. 



iddreiaed by .Lord Byron to hia Lady, a few montha before their 
separation.] 



There is a mystic thread of life 
So dearly wreathed with mine alone. 

That Destiny's relentless knife 
At once must sever both or none* 

There is 3. form on which these eyes 
Have often gazed with fond deUght-* 

By day that form their joy supplies. 
And plreams restore it through the night 

There is a voice whose tones inspire 

Such thrills of rapture through my breast- 

I would not hear a seraph choir. 
Unless that voice could join the rest. 

There is Siface whose blushes tell 
Affection's tale upon the chedi— 
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But pallid at one fond farewell, 
Proclaims more lore than words can speak. 

There is a iipf which mme hath pres^ 
And none had ever prest before ; 

It vow^d to make me sweetly blest. 
And mine— mine only, prest it more. 

There is a bosom — all my own- 
Hath pillowed oft this aching head; 

A mouth which smiles on me alone. 
An eye whose tears with mine are shed. 

There are two hearts whose movements thrill 

In unison so closely sweet ; 
That, pulse to pulse responsive still. 

That both most heave — or cease to beat. 

There are two souh whose equal flow 
In g^itle streams so calmly run. 

That when they part — they part ! — ah ! no, 
They cannot part— */t5*e souls are one. 



STANZAS TO 



Yes ! — thou art wed ! — I know it all — 
Yet why remind me of my pain? 

Why let that magic smile recal 
Hopes that must never bloom again ? 

* By the author of " Astarte," and ♦* Melancholy Houi e." 
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Vain is the wish, fhat Time's cold winf^ 

May all the griefe I feel remove ; 
Since future years no balm can bring. 

To heal the pangs of slighted love! 

No ! noWf life*s fairest scenes must be 

A weary waste of tedious hours ; 
A gloomy, cheerless waste to me. 

Where thorns usurp the place of flowers J 

The pa«<,— it now might almost seem 

The phantom of a fever'd brain ; 
But that to prove Hwas net a dream, 

Thine inuige and my grie& remain ! 

They«^r«,— *tis a cheerless gloom, 

That has no ray of hope for me. 
Save what is vei]*d beyond the tomb. 

And shrouded in eternity ! 

Then do not tell me I shall live 

To think on thee without regret ; 
Though time may teach me to forgive^ 

H cannot teach me to forget ! 

Say not, when love has ceased to bum, 

When reason shall my passion end. 
In calmer hours I may return. 

And claim the sacred name of friend. 

No, never ! friendship such as mine 

Were like the fatal Simoom's breath 
To souls as good and pure as thine. 

Blasting the flower it loves with death! 
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We*ll meet no more! may miiing yean 
Still o*er thy path new blewngs sbower; 

And may the memory of my tean 
Ne'er rue to damp one festive bom' ! 



FROM THE ARABIC OF TOGRAI. 

Anonym$its, 
— — 

Thou sleep'st^ while the eyes of the planets are watching, 

Regaidless of love and of me ; 
I sleep, but my dreams, at thy lineaments catcldng, 

Pment me with nothing but thee. 

Thou art changed, while the colour of night changes not. 

Like the ^ing allurements of day ; 
I am changed, for all beauty to me seems a blot, 

While the joy of my heart is away. 



NELL GWYNN. 

Aiaric Watt$, 



Written arter viewing a Portrait (supposed to be of this celebrated 
beauty) by Sir Peter Lely, from the collection of R. Cracroft, Esq. 



Beautiful and radiant girl I 
We have heard of teeth of pearl. 
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lips of conJy chedcs of roie^ 
Necks and brows like drifted snows, 
'Eyes as diamonds sparkling bright^ 
Or the stars of summer's night. 
And expression, grace, and soul. 
Softly tempering down the whole ; 
But a form so near divine. 
With a face so (air as thine^ 
And so sunny-bright a brow. 
Never met my gaze till now ; 
Thou wert Venus* sister twin. 
If this shade be thine, Nell Qwyn ! 

Oast that carcanet away,— 
Thou hast need of no ^play — 
Gems, however rare, to deck 
Such an alabaster neck ! 
Can the brilliant's lustre vie 
With the glories of thine eye? 
Or the ruby*s red compare 
With the two lips breathing there ? 
Can they add a richer glow 
To thy beauties ? No, sweet, no! 
Though thou bear'st the name of one 
Whom *twas virtue once to shun. 
It were, sure, to taste, a tin. 
Now to pass thee by, Nell GJwyn ? 

But they've wrong'd thee — and I swear 
By thy brow so dazzling fair. 
By the light subdued that flashes 
From thy drooping lids' silk lashes. 
By the deep blue eyes beneath them. 
By the clustering curls that wreathe them, 

N 3 
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By thy softly bluthlDg cheek. 
By thoie lips that more then speek. 
By that stately, swan-like neck. 
Glossy \vhite without a speck. 
By thy slender fingers fair. 
Modest mien and graceful airy 
'Twas a burniDg shame and sin 
Sweet, to christen thee N^ Gwyn ! 

Wreathe for ay thy snowy arms. 

Thine are, sure, no wanton's obanns ! 

Like the fieLwn*s, as bright and shy. 

Beams thy dark, retiring eye j 

No bold invitation's gi?en 

From the depths of that blue heaven. 

Nor one glance of lightness hid 

*Neath its pale, declining lid ! 

No ! — V\\ not believe thy name 

Can be aught allied to shame ! . 

Then let them call thee what they will, 

IVe sworn, and V\l maintain it still, 

(Spite of tradition's idle din) 

Thou art not— canst not be Nell Gwyn ! 



PORTRAIT OP SAPPHO. 

L. E. L. 



Her head was bending down 



As if in weariness, and near. 

But unworn, was a laurel crown. 
She was not beautiful, if bloom 
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And smiles form beauty; for, like deaths 
Her brow was ghastly, and ber lip 

Was parch'dy as fever were its breath. 
There was a shade upon her dark. 
Large, floating eyes, as if each spark 
Of minstrel ecstasy was fled. 
Yet leaving them no tears to shed,— 
Fix^d in thehr hopelessness of care, 
And reckless in Iheir great despair. 

She sat beneath a cypress tree, 

A little fountain ran beside. 
And, in the distance, one dark rock 

Threw its long shadow o'er the tide; 
And to the west, where the nightfall 
Was darkening day^s gemm*d coronal. 
Its white shafts crimsoning in the sky, 
Arose the sun-god*3 sanctuary. 
I deem*d, that of lyre, life, and love 

She was a long last farewell taking ;— 
That from her pale and parched lips 

Her latest, wildest song was breaking. 



SONG. 



Mti. Opie. 



I ONCE rejoiced, sweet evening gale, 
To see thy breath the poplar wave 5 

But now it makes my che^ turn pale- 
It waves the grass o'er Henry's grave ! 
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Ah 1 letting nm I how chtnged I aeeifi ! 

Beyond thy rays I love deep gloom^ 
Since now, alas I I see them beam 

Upon my Henry*8 lonely tomb. 

Sweet evening gale ! howe'er I seem, 
I wish thee o*^ my sod to wave ; 

Ah ! setting sun I soon may*8t thou beam 
On mine^ as well as Henry*s grave ! 



THB ROSES. 

Anonifmous. 



Two roses, just cuird, and yet glistening with dew. 

As fair as a garden e*er graced. 
Were twined with the breast-knot and ribband of blue. 

That bound Anna*s delicate waist. 
The one, like the bosom it peered torn, was white. 

The other, in hue was the same 
As the cheek of the fair, when the gossip, in spite^ 

Hath blabb*d out some favourite name. 
I gazed on the roses, but quickly bethought 

Of an object more lovely to view j 
But still as the fair one my truant eye caught. 

To the flowers, as a shield, it withdrew. 
But Anna, half frowning, her blushing cheek fann^d^ 

And strove from my glances to fly ; 
As the sensitive plant shuns the touch of the hand. 

Her modesty shrinks from the eye f 
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Yet quickly releatiDg, she said, looking kind^ 

As she drew from her bosom the flowers^ 
A covetous eye speaks a covetous mind. 

So take them— 4he roses are yours. 
Scarce pausing to thank her» I snatchM them in liaste, 

And when to my lips they were press'd, 
I could number each blossom her breath bad embraced. 

So fragrant it seemed by the rest« 
You frown*d, lovely maid, when I dared to avow 

That I coveted more than you named \ 
And I fear, while you live, and are peerless as now^ 

For this fault I shall often be blamed. 
But would you reform the offender you chide, 

O let him not covet in vain I 
The earth holds no treasure he prizes beside, 

And he never would covet again I 



FARE THBE WELL. 



Byron. 



Fare thee well ! and if for ever. 

Still for ever, fare thee well : 
Even though unforgiving, never 

'Gainst thee shall my heart rebel« 

Would that breast were bared before thee^ 
Where thy head so oft hath lain. 

While that placid sleep came o*er thee 
Which thou ne'er canst know again : 
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Would that bieasty by thee glanoed over» 
Every inmost thought could show ! 

Then thou wouldst at last discover 
Twas not well to spurn it so. 

Though the world for this commend thee — 
Though it smile upon the blow^ 

Even its praises must offend thee^ 
Founded on another's 



Though my many fitults de&iced me^ 
Could no other arm be found. 

Than the one which once embraced me^ 
To inflict a cureless wound 9 

Yet, O, yet, thyself deceive not ; 

Love may ^k by slow decay. 
But by sudden wrench, believe not 

Hearts can thus be torn away : 

Still thine own its life retaineth-— 

Still must mine, though bleeding, beat j 
And the undying thought which paineth. 
Is — ^that we no more may meet. 

These are words of deeper sorrow 
Than the wail above the dead ; 
' Both shall live, but every morrow 
Wake us from a widow'd bed. 

And when thou wouldst solace gather,— 
When our child's first accents flow. 

Wilt thou teach her to say, «* Father !" 
Though his care she must forego ? 
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When her little hands shall press thee — 

When her lip to thine is prest. 
Think of him whose prayer shall bless tliee — 

Think of him thy love had bless'd ! 

Should her lineaments resemble 

Those thou never more may'st see. 
Then thy heart will softly tremble 

With a pulse yet true to me. 

All my &ult8 perchance thou knowest, 

All my madness none can know ; 
All my hopesy wherever thou goest. 

Wither— yet with thee they go. 

Every feeling hath been shaken : 

Pride, which not a world can bow. 
Bows to thee — ^by thee forsaken, 

Even my soul forsakes me now* 



But 'tis done — all words are idU 
Words from me are vainer still ; 

But the thoughts we cannot bridle 
Force their way without the will. 

Fare thee well ! thus disunited— 
Torn from every nearer tie — 

SearM in heart, and lone, and blighted, 
More than this I scarce can die. 
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A BRIDAL SERENADE. 



Wilt thou not waken, Bride of May, 

While flowers are fresh, and the sweet bells chime } 

Listen and learn from my romidday. 

How all Life's Pilot Boats saiPd one day, 

A match with Time* 

Love sat on a lotus* leaf aloft. 

And saw old Time in his loaded boat ^ 

Slowly he crossed Life's narrow tide. 

While Love sat clapping his wings, and cried, 

« Who will pass Time ?'• 

Patience came first, but soon was gone 
With helm and sail to help Time on ; 
Care and Grief could not lend an oar. 
And Prudence said (while he stay*d on shore), 

<' I wait for Time!' 



i»» 



Hope fiUed witli flowers her cork-tree bark. 
And lighted its helm with a glow-worm spark ; 
Then Love, when he saw her baik fly fast. 
Said—*' Lingering Time will soon be past ! 

" Hope out-speeds Time V* 

AVit went nearest Old Time to pass. 
With his diamond oar and his boat of glass ; 
A feathery dart from his store he drew. 
And shouted while far and swift it flew — 

"O Mirth kills Time!" 
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Time sent the feathery arrows back,— 
)e^s boat of amaranths missed its track ^ 
in Love bade his butterfly pilots move, 
d, laughing, said, ** They shall see how Love 

" Can conquer Time." 

gossamer sails he spread with speed. 
Time has wings when Time has need ^ 
ftly he crossed Life's sparkling tide, 
1 only Memory stay'd to chide 

Unpitying Time. 

ke and listen then. Bride of May ! 
en and heed thy minstrers rhyme ; — 
'. for thee some bright hours stay, 
it was a hand like thine, they say. 

Gave wings to Time. 



SONG. 

Anna Maria Porter, 



Ring on, ring on, ye merry bells. 
And be to others sounds of gladness—* 

Alas ! your silver sweetness swells 
To wake my slumbering heart to madness. 

Ring on, ring on ! for since your chimes 
Shall never now my wedding hallow, 

O ! be the voice of other times, 
And rouse their joys, like spectres sallow. 



I 



2^2 BEAUTIES OF THE MODERN POETS. 

Ah ! ring such pensive peals as when 
In these tail groves I wandered sighing ; 

And listened to the best of men. 
Who now in yonder grave is lying. 

Ah ! ring such peals as may recal 
Those happy hours, now gone for ever ; 

And whilst the bitter tear-drops foil. 
At once my soul and reason sever. 



TO STELLA. 



H. 



O, Lady ! what a night was that. 
When first we met and sighed — 

When first, beneath the western star. 
We saw, and looked, and loved ! 

That bright, that pure, that holy orb, 

Its tenderest influence shed ; 
Beheld, and smiled, and smiling blessed 

Our first-born passion's hope. 

O, Lady ! in that little hour 
What trains of thought arose — 

What visions rapt absorbed the sense— 
What ages rolled away ? 

The swelling heart — ^the eye sufFused— 

The tender blissful tear ; — 
The trembling hand — the throbbing pulse— 

The soul's delicious thrill ; 
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They toW— whate'er my future lot— 

Of dark, or sunny hue ;— 
They told me, in an angel's voice. 

Thou ^Q\M^%i forget me not* 

Then, Lady, yield thy trembling hand — > 

Thy dear lip let me press ! 
And let me seal the vow of love 

That binds thee ever mine. 

O, by that dear, that hallowed night, 

When first we met and sighed — 
When first, beneath the western star, 

We saw, and looked, and loved ; 

O, swear beneath that starts chaste beam, 

Which sanctioned then our bliss. 
That thou art mine — that I am thine-— 

Beyond the power of fate. 

O, Lady, yes ! in that mild look 

I read a sweet consent ! 
With angel voice that look proclaims — 

" Thou vfilt forget me not /" 



WOMAN. 

Bird. 



[ucH hath been written upon lovely woman. 
Concerning dark eyes, and soft snowy necks ; 

. charming theme— and I am certsun no man 
Was ever fonder of the gentle sex 
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Than I am ; and we know the rhyming Roman 

Jx>ved well his lass, whom he would sometimes vex, 
For which his conscience gave him sharp rebukes in 
His habitation bordering oh the Euxine ! 

I recollect, when I was quite a boy, 

(Tis nearly thirty years ago, I hnc^) 
My mother told me to avoid the toy 

The world calls woman ;— but not much I can say 
About her sage advice, or my sweet joy, 

When first I met the rosy smile of Nancy. 
I know I deemM it an eternal honour. 
And prayed to heaven to shower its gifts upon her* 

Now, since it is the fashion of the time 
To write one stanza in a sprightly humour, 

And then another, stately and sublime ; 
And then another sprightly ; then a few more 

Moving ones — I deem it no great crime 
If I indite a flowing verse or two, more 

Serious than the last— Oh, Muse ! now move 

More gravely — Woman is the light of love ! 

Oh, woman, woman ! thou art formed to bless 
The heart of restless man ; to chase his care. 

And charm existence by thy loveliness ; 
Bright as the sun-beam, as the morning fair, 

If but thy foot fall on a wilderness, 

Flowers spring, and shed their roseate blossoms there. 

Shrouding the thorns that in thy pathway rise. 

And scattering o'er it hues of paradise. 

Thy voice of love is music to the ear, 
Soothing, and soft, and gentle as the stream 

That strays *mid summer flowers 5— thy glittering tear 
Is mutely eloquent i — thy smile, a beam 
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Df life ineffiible, so sweet, so dear. 

It wakes the heart from sorrow's darkest dream, 
shedding a hallowed lustre o*er our fate» 
find when it beams we are not desolate. 

N'Oy DO r when woman smiles, we feel a charm 
' Thrown bright around us, binding us to earth ; 
Ber tender accents, breathing forth the balm 

Of pure affection, give to transport birth ; 
rhen life*s wide sea is billowless and calm. 

Oh, lovely woman ! thy consummate worth 
[s fEur above thy frailty— far above 
AU earthly praise — ^thou art the light of love f 

Poetical Memoirs, 



THE POOR HINDOO. 

Mrs, Opi€, 



Said to have been composed and sung by a Hindustani girl on being 
separated from the man she loved.— — She had lived several years in 
India with an English gentleman, to whom she was tenderly attached ; 
but he, when aboatto marry, sent his Indian favonrite up the country ; 
and, as she was home along in her palanquin, she w\% beard to sing 
the following melody. 



'Tis thy will, and I must leave thee ^ 

O then, best-beloved, farewell ! 
I forbear, lest I should grieve thee. 

Half my heart-felt pangs to tell. 
Soon a British &ir will charm thee. 

Thou her smiles wilt fondly woo ; 
But though she to rapture warm the^ 

Don't foiget thy poor Hindoo. 
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Well I know this happy beauty 

Soon thine envied bride will shine ; 
But will she, by anxious duty. 

Prove a passion warm as mine ? 
If to rule be her ambition, 

And her own desires pursue, 
Thou*lt recal my fond submission. 

And regret thy poor Hindoo. 

Born herself to rank and splendour. 

Will she deign to wait on thee. 
And those soft attentions render 

Thou so oft hast praised in me f 
Yet, why doubt her care to please thee ? 

Thou must every heart subdue ; 
I am sure each maid that sees thee 

Loves thee like thy poor Hindoo. 

No, ah, no !— though from thee parted, 

Other maids will peace obtain ; 
But thy Lolo, broktn-hearted. 

Ne'er, oh ! ne'er will smile again. 
O how fast from thee they tear me ! 

Faster still shall death pursue : 
But 'tis well — death will endear me. 

And thou'lt mourn thy poor Hindoo. 



THE LOST yOR LOVE. 



C. Dibdin 



Zephyr is toying with the rose. 
Whispering love and wooing blisses ; 
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Her fluttering leaves her joy disclose, 
Coquetishly curling to zephyr^ kisses ; 
Yet zephyr seems jealous the dew, more blest 
Than he, on her redolent leaves should rest ; 
And he ni£3es her leaves with his angry breath 
The drop to chase and pursue to death ; 
But the dew in the drapery of her leaves 

Conceals itself a sweet death to prove ! 
Yet envious zephyr, defeated, grieves 5 

And the dew-drop's lost^ and is lost for love. 

Zephyr is angry with the rose, 

Whose head plays with scorn as he mourns lost blisses ^ 
When a golden fly whose wings disclose 

Many a gem, now courts her kisses; 
And, hovering round, to alight essays 
On a gay green leaf, on her charms to gaze -, 
But zephyr so angrily fans his wings 
That when from the leaf .the gay fly springs, 
To kiss the flow'r, His his fate to find 

A rival resolving his claim to prove. 
Whose breath to him is a stormy wind. 

And the gay fly*s lost, and is lost for love. 

Zephyr exulting, round the rose 
Wantonly playing, snatches blisses ; 

Her reddening leaves her rage disclose, 

. While.ever anon he blows her kisses : 

And the rose would the darting sim-beam woo. 

Which fades her leaves, exhaling the dew ; 

And the rain to woo the rose appears. 

Whose wooing the rose repents in tears ; 
. And zephyr, by &nning, her tears would dry. 
And her wet, matted leaves by his curling move -, 

But the rude wind drives and zephyr must die- 
Lost with the rose^ who is lost for love. 
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There is in female breasts a feding, 
Tho* valour be his deeds revealing. 
With all the grace and youth combin'd. 
Which guards from soft approach the mind ^ 
Tis when, anterior, the fond heart 
His love imbibed, devoid of art ; 
And then, if mutual truth it meet, 
It loves till life's last pulses beat 

Hence Edith she listened, but love took no part. 
For with Allan had wanderM her virgin heart. 

Let love be sung, *tis ne*er in vain, 

Every ear complying ; 
Fancy listens to the strain 

Till half her breathing's sighing. 

For love is so woven in human heart 

Its fibres entwine the core ; 
And love is of life an integral part. 

Whose loss no balms restore. 

Beat but the drum and the town's in alarm ; 

The trumpet sound, all in fancy arm : 

Thus the tale of the battle, the siege, and the storming. 

The mind ever seizing, the breast ever warming. 

Irresistibly fixes and fires with its story^-^ 

And dead is the ear never open to glory. 

Thus poets of love and of glory sing 

Rapt fancy to diaw to the lay i 
And if they touch not an according string. 
And the soul of the mind to the purpose bring, 

'Tis— alas ! and a well-a-day ? 
And alas .' and a well-a-day for me 
May an apt burden, haply be. 
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i hear ibe harp as my lay I write. 

And the hour is the growing age of a^^ht— 

When Care is a kingy his labour o*er. 

And traffic has closed his restless door ; 

When all is watchful, and all is still. 

And nature resigns her weary will 

To the wandering thought, and the waking dream : 

And rest contemplates the taper*s beam-^ 

And the senses are wasting with apathy, 

The dim eye fix*d on vacuity ; 

And sleep ccHnes sHealing and points the hour « 

Health and peaces to his will resigned. 
Seek the couch, as the bee the flower j 

For O ! honey-sweet is the balm they find. 

But grief and disease his power defy. 

No collyrium has he for the wasting eye. 

And the muse awakes, for the hour she loves 

When the nightingale waii>les in lonely groves ; 

The muse awakes, and the minstrePs strain 

Is the cooling balm to her fever'd brain. 

I hear the harp, and the cares they flee 

When I list to its soothing melody ; 

For oft my cot from that minstrePs art 

Is made the home of a joyful heart. 

O, minstrd maid, when thou wak*st the strings 

*Tis to me as when peace a love»lay sings \ 

O ! could I tell what those sounds reveal, 

How I fancy, and how I feel<*- 

While o*er the strings flying thy fingeis ^trive^ 

Like rivals in sweetness, all -sensitive. 

As if all were th* affectious of harmony wooing, 

With jealousy every soond pursuing. 

Each seeming, when waking, a note to watoh. 

Lest its rival the exqniste toneshoold oateh^ 

o 



990 PBAUTIBS OF THB MODERN POETS. 

Thro* the strings still appearing to peep at each other. 
As if to catch tones from a blissful brother ; 
Eacli ever impatient accord to be keeping — 
Languishing, gliding, or swelling, or sweeping f 
Witli energy striking, or tremblingly trilling. 
Seeming to swoon from their own sweet thrilling: 
Yet such sweet emulation the soul*s should b^ 
For ever ** resolving in harmony ;*' 
And at the arpeggio's brilliant play 
All seem to be running with joy away. 
Like love and gay innocence toying with blisses. 
Or the dimpled smiley wooing the dulcet kisses. 

O, melody, thou art the heavenly beam 

That comes from hope to the heart of woe ; 
And, O, thou art like die good man*s dream. 
When with him the ministering angels go« 
Now, as if thy melody, minstrel maid. 
Like the painter's light required deep shade. 
The church clock strikes, solemn and slow! 
Deep bass to the light, harmonious flow. 
O, take it a lesson while in youth's prime \ 
As must thy measure be ruPd by time. 
So time rules all ; and, when hearts rejoice. 
His guiding hand, or his friendly voice. 
Is heard or seen, and they point to or tell. 
By the fading leaf, or the sounding bell. 
Of where, sweet minstrel maid, shall be. 
For ever, for ever, ^U harmony I 

Fair minstrel ! how dear are thy strains to me t 
Thy day summer's dawning, O, bright may it be j 

May thy mind and thy strain vary never ; 
May the spirats of harmony dwell on thy lay^ 
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>mp05e thee by night, and inspire thee by day. 
And with Amaranth wreathe thee for ever ! 

Young Arthur, 



henry's tomb. 



Cold falls the dew on Henry*s tomb, 
Whithe^y forlorn, sad Ellen strays ; 

Regardless of the deepening gloom, 
She to her Ioyq this tribute pays* 

For Henry loved the angel maid — 
His Ellen own*d a flame as true; 

But, low in earth the youth is laid— 
Low sinks to earth the maiden too ! 

Ah, pity, then, the gentle pair. 
Who seek, in death, their bridal bed ; 

No joyous minstrel meets them there— r 
Deep is the silence of the dead. 

Though cold the dew on Henry's tomU 
Thither, no more, shall Ellen stray; 

Nor, reckless of the ddep*ning gloom. 
There to her love a tribute pay ! 



Harral. 



M^ 
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I THINK OF THEB! 



Aiarie Watts. 



-o- 



I THINK of thee— I think of thee^— 
And all that thou hast borne for me ; 
In hours of gloom, or heartless glee, 
I think of thee— I think of thee ! 

When fiercest rage the storms of Fate^ 
And all around is desolate, 
I pour on life's tempestuous sea 
The oil of peace, with thoughts of thee. 

When fortune frowns, and hope deceives me, 
And summer-fHendship veers and leaves me, 
A Timon — firoih the worid I flee ; 
My wreck of wealth, sweet dreams of thee ! 

Or if I join the careless crowd. 

Where laughter peals, and mirth grows loud ; 

Even in my hours of revelry 

I think of thee — I think of thee ! 

I think of thee — ^I thmk and sig^ 
0*er blighted years and bliss gone by ; 
And mourn the stem, severe decree 
That hath but left me thoughts of thee. 

In youth^s gay hours, *mid pleasure's bowers, 
AVhen all was sunshine, mirth, and flowers. 
We met — I bent the adoring knee. 
And told a tender tale to thee* 
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Twas sumper's Qve : the heavens above-- 
Earth, ocean, air, were lull of love; 
Nature around )Lept jubilee, 
When tot I ln«Bthed tiiat tale to thee. 

The crystal cIqikU that hung on high 
Were blue 89 thy delicious eye ; 
The stirless ghore and sle^ng sq^ 
Seemed embleni9 qf repose and th^e. 

I spoke of hope— I spoke of fear : 
Thy answer w^ a Mnsh ^ad tear ; 
But this was efogmnce to me» 
And more than I had 9fMi of thee» 

I looked into thy dewy ey^ 
And echoed thy half stifled sigh ; 
I clasped thy hand, and TOwed to be 
The soul of love and truth to thee. 

The scene and hour are past ; yet still 
Remains a deep icpp^Miipned thrill ; 
A sun-set glow on memory. 
Which kindly at ^ thou^ of thee I 

We loved I how i^ildly and how well, 
Twere worse than idle now to tell 1 
From love and li& alike thou*rt firee. 
And I am left to think of thee* 

Though years, long yeajs, have darkly sped 
Since thou wert numbered with the dead. 
In fancy oft thy form I see,— - 
In dreams, at least, Vm still with thee. 
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Thy beauty, helpkssaess, and yondi^— 
Thy hapless fate, untiriug truth. 
Are spells that often touch the key 
Of sweet but mournful thoughts oi thee. 

The bitter frowns of friends estranged — 
The chilling straits of Ibrtunes changed ; 
All this, and more, thou^st bom^ for me : 
Then how can I be frdse to tbeef 

I never will— 1*11 tiunk of thee 
Till fades the power of memory : 
In weal or woe, in gk)om or glee^ 
ril think of thee-rU think of th€« ! 



DREAMS.' 



^1iOhpH9U> 



Oh, there is a dream of early youtb; 

And it never comes again ; 
Tis a vision of light, and life, and tnitbj 

That flits across the brain : 
And love is the theme of that early dreamy 

So wild, so Warm, so new. 
That in all our aftfer yearsj I deem. 

That early dream we riie. 

Oh f there is a dream of maturer years; 

More turbulent by far 5 
'Tis a vision of blood and woman's tears. 

For the theme of that dream is war ; 
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And we toil in the field of danger and death, 

And shout in the battle array. 
Till we find that fame is a bodyless breath * 

That yanisheth away. 

Oh ! there is a dream of hoary age, 

Tis a vision of gold in store— 
Of sums noted down on the figured page. 

To be counted o^er and o^er 5 
And we fondly trust in our glittering dust 

As a refuge from grief and pain. 
Till our limbs are laid on that last dark bed 

Where the wealth of the world is yain. 

And is it thus from man*s birth to his grave. 

In the paths yvtdch all are treading ? 
Is there nought in that dark career to save 

From remorse and self-upbraiding ? 
O, yes ! there's a dream so pure, so bright. 

That the being to whom it is given. 
Hath bathed in a sea of living light. 

And the theme of that dream is heaven ! 



FAREWELL. 



£jm E* L* 



One word, although that. word should pass 

Almost neglected by — 
With no more care than what the glass 

Bears of a passing sigh. 
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One woid to breathe of love to the^ 

One low» one timid word- 
To say thou art beloved by me» 

But rather felt than heard. 

I would I were a f&vorite fiower» 

Witiiin thy hand to pine ^ 
Life coidd not have a dearer power 

Than making such fate mine. 

I would I were a tone of song. 

Upon thy ear to die ; 
A vose*8 breatht that borne along, 

I might mix with thy sigh. 

I do not wii^ diy heart were won ;. 

Mine own, with such excess. 
Would, like the flower beneath the sua^ 

Die with its happiness. 

I pray for thee on bended knee, 

But not for mine own sake ; 
My heart*s best prayers are all for thee— 

It prays, itself to break. 

Farewell, farewell ! I would not leave 

A single trace behind : 
Why should a thought of me to grieve. 

Be left upon thy mind ^ 

I would not have thy memory dwell. 

Upon one thought of pain ; 
And sad it must be, the farewell 

Of one who loved in vain.. 
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Farewell I thy course is in the sun, 

First of the y ouDg, tKe brave ; 
For me, my race is nearly nm» 

And its goal is the graye. 



SONG TO THE EVENING STAR. 

CampbelL 



Star that bringest home the bee. 
And sett*st the weary labourer free ! 
If any star shed peace, *tis thou 

That send'st it from above ; 
Appearing when heaven^s breath and brow 

Are sweet as her we love. 

Come to the luxuriant skies 
Whilst the landscape's odours rise. 
Whilst far-off lowing herds are heard, 

And songs, when toil is done. 
From cottages whose smoke unstirr'd 

Curls yellow in the sun. 

Star of love*s soft interviews. 
Parted lovers on thee muse. 
Their remembrancer in heaven 

Of thrilling vows, thou art, 
Too delicious to be riven 

By absence from the heart 



od 
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STANZAS TO 

Byrajt. 



Though the day o( my destiDy*s over 

And the star of my fate hath declined. 
Thy soft heart refused to discover 

The faults which so many could find : 
Though thy soul with my grief was acquaiated/ 

It shrunk not to share it with me. 
And the love which my spirit hath painted 

It never hath found hut in thee. 

Then when nature around me is smiling 

The last smile which answers to mine, 
I do not believe it beguiling 

Because it reminds me of thine : 
And when winds are at war with the ocean. 

As the breasts I bdieved in with me, 
If their billows excite an emotion 

It is that they bear me from thee. 

Though the rock of my fast hope is shiver'd. 

And its fragments are sunk jn the wave. 
Though I feel that my soul is delivered 

To pain, it shall not be its slave. 
There is many a pang to pursue me : 

They may crush, but they shall not contemn- 
They may torture, but shall not subdue me--- 

Tis of thee that I think— not of them. 
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Though human, thou didst not deceive me. 

Though woman, thou didst not forsake. 
Though loved, thou forborest to grieve ^e. 

Though slandered, thou never couldst shake ^-« 
Though trusted, thou didst not disclaim me. 

Though parted, it was not to fly. 
Though watchful, *twas not to defame me, 

Nor mute, that the world might belie. 

Yet I blame not the world, nor despise it. 

Nor the war of the many with one — 
If my soul was not fitted to prize it, 

'Twas folly not sooner to shun : 
And if dearly that error hath cost me^ 

And more than I once could foresee, 
I have found that whatever it lost me^ 

It could not deprive me of thee. 

From the wreck of the past, which hath perish'd. 

Thus much I at least may recall — 
It hath tai^t me that what I most cherished. 

Deserved to be dearest of all : 
In the desert a fountain is springing. 

In the wide waste there still is a tree. 
And a bird in the solitude singing. 

Which speaks to my spirit of thee. 
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BRING FLOWERS. 

Mrs, Hemans^ 



Bring flowers, young flowers, for the festal board. 

To wreathe the cup ere the wine is pour*d : 

Bring flowers f they are springing in wood and vale. 

Their breath floats out on the southern gale, 

And the touch of the sunbeam hath waked the rose. 

To deck the hall where the bright wine flows. 

Bring flowers to strew in the conqueror's path — 
He hath shaken thrones with his stormy wrath ! 
He comes with the spoils of nations back ; 
The vines lie crushed in his chariot* s track ; 
The turf looks red where he won the day- 
Bring flowers to die in the conqueror's way ! 

Bring flowers to the captive's lonely cell, 

They have tales of the joyous woods to tell ; 

Of the free blue stream, and the glowing sky, 

And the bright world shut from his languid eye. 

They will bear him a thought of the sunny hours. 

And a dream of his youth — ^bring him flowers, wild flowers* 

Bring flowers, fresh flowers for the bride to wear ! 
They were bom to blush in her shining hair : 
She is leaving the home of her childish mirth ; 
She has bid farewell to her father*s hearth ; 
Her place is now by another's side- 
Bring flowers for the locks of the fair youn^ bride t 
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Bring flowers pale flowefs, o*er the bier to ahed» 

A crown for the brow of the early dead ! 

For this through its leaves hath the white rose bunt ; 

For this in the woods was the violet nurst. 

Though they smile in vain for what once was ours. 

They are love*s last gift<~bring ye flowers, pale flowers. 

Bring flowers to the shrine where we kned in prayer— 

They are nature's offering, their place is tJUrt! 

They speak of Hope to the fidnting heart ; 

With a voice of promise they come and part. 

They sleep in dust through the wintry hours j 

They break forth in glory — bring flowers, bring flowers I 



STANZAS TO — — . 

Anonymotu. 



I HEARD thy voice in the evening breeze, 
In the music of the moonlight seas ; 
I saw thy blush in the summer sky, 
As its clouds of rose soft floated by ; 
And the stars of Heaven beamed on my view 
Remembrance of thine eyes* bright blue ! 
Nor sea, nor sky, nor earth, to me 
But some resemblance show*d of thee. 

When glitterM round me pleasure's beam, 
I turn*d away — of thee to dream — 
Did care or sadness cloud my day. 
One thought, and all was chased away ; 
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And never roie a dawn for me» 
Unsainted by a prayer for thee ; 
And never midnight^s silence caoie 
Without a blessing on thy name. 



Those hours are past — ^for ever o'er. 
And we two meet no more, no more — 
Wdly be it so — ^I must not care 
For one as fitithless all, as fair ; 
But thou — the time may come, when thou 
Shalt deeply mourn thy broken vow ; 
Yet rests my vengeance in one thought. 
Farewell — may^st thou forget me not. 



THIS IS LOVE. 



Afionyfiiouf* 



To sigh for hours at Beauty's feet. 

To start when rival steps are near. 
With ardent warmth her glance to meet, 

And pour soft flatteries in her ear; 
To kneel, till won by fairer forms 

And brighter eyes, and then forsake. 
And while new hope new fancy warms. 

To leave her trusting heart to break. 
This passion haunts our earthly span. 
This is the wavering love of Man ! 

To seek one form in early youth, 
To court no ^ze, no vow beside. 

To hold through life a holy truth. 
Which firmest proves when deepest tried > 
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Andy like the diamond^s sparkling light. 

Can halls and palaces illume j 
Yet shines more cheering and more bright 

In scenes of darkness and of gloom : 
This faith descends from realms above^-^ 
This, this is WomafCs changeless love ! 



THE SYMPATHY OF LOVE. 



We met — ^we gazed — I saw, and sigh*d> 

She did not speak, and yet replied : 

There are ten thousand tones and signs J 

We hear and see, but none defines — 

Involuntary sparks of thought, 

Which strike from out the heart overwrought, 

And form a strange intelligence^ 

Alike mysterious and intense, 

Which link the burning chain that binds. 

Without their will, young hearts and minds ^ 

Conveying^ as the electric wire. 

We know not how, the absorbing fire— 

I saw, and sigh*d-^in silence wept. 

And still reluctant distance kq>t, 

Until I was made known to h^ 

And we might then and there confer 

Without suspicion — ^then, even then, 

I long*d, and was resolved to speak : 
But on my lips they died again. 

The accents tremulous and weak, 



Btfroiu 
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Until o&e boor.— Tliere is a game, 

A frifoloai and foolidi play, 

Wboewidi we while away tiie day ; 
It if— I ha^e forgot the name— 
And we to Has, it seems, were set. 
By some strange diance, whidi I forget : 
I ie^*d not if I won or lost. 

It was enough for me to be 

So near to her, and (^ ! to see 
The being whom I loved the most— 
I watch*d her as a sentinel, 
(May ours this dark night watch as well f) 
Until I saw, and thus it was. 
That she was pensive, nor perceived 
Her occupation, nor was grieved 
Nor glad to lose or gain ; but still 
Played on for hours, as if her will 
Yet bound her to Ae place, though not 
That hers might be the winning lot 
Then through my brain the thought did pass, 
Even as a flash of lightning there. 
That there was something in her air 
Which would not doom me to despair j 
And on the thought my words broke forth, 

All incoherent as they were — 
Their eloquence was httle wortii. 
But yet she listened — 'tis enough — 

Who listens once will listen twice ; 

Her heart, be sure, is not of ice. 
And one refusal no rebuff. 

I loved, and was beloved again— 
They tell me^ Sire, you never knew 
Those gentle frailtieB ; if *tis true, 

I shorten all my joy or pain ; 
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To you 'twould seem absurd as Tain ; 
But all men are not bom to reign. 
Or o*er their passions, or as you 
Thus o'er themselves and nations too. 
I am— or rather tvof— a prince, 

A chief of thousands, and could lead 

Them on where each would foremost bleed ; 
But could not o*er myself evince 
The like controul — But to resume : 

I loved, and was beloved again ; 
In sooth, it is a happy doom. 

But yet where happiest ends in pain.— 
We met in secret, and the hour 
Which led me to that lady's bower 
Was fiery Expectation's dower. 
My days and nights are nothing— all 
Except that hour, which doth reeal 
In the long lapse from youth to age 

No other like itself— Pd give 

The Ukraine back again to live 
It o*er once more — and be a page. 
The happy page, who was the lord 
Of one soft heart, and his own sword. 
And had no other gem nor wealth 
Save nature's gift of youth and health. — 
We met in secret — doubly sweet. 
Some say, they find it so to meet; 
I know not that— I would have given 

My life but to have call'd her mine 
In the full view of earth and heaven ; 

For I did oft and long repine 
That we could only meet by stealths 

For lovers there are many eyes. 
And such there were on us y^Ahe devil 
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On such occasions should be civil— 
The devil ! — rm loth to do him wrong. 

It might be some untoward saint» \ 

Who would not be at rest too long, 

But to his pious bile gave vent — 
But one fair nighty some lurking spies 
Surprised and seiz'd us both. 
The Ck)unt was something more than wroth-— 
I was unarmM ^ but if in steel. 
All cap-&-pie from head to heel. 
What *gainst their numbers could I do ? 
Twas near his castle, £bu: away 

From city or from succour near» 
And almost on the break of day ^ 
1 did not think to see another. 

My moments seem*d reduced to few ; 
And with one prayer to Mary Mother^ 

And, it may be^ a saint or two, 
As I resigned me to my fate, 
They led me to the castle gate ; t 

Theresa's doom I never knew, . 

Our lot was henceforth separate.— . 

An angry man, ye may opine, * 

Wa8|,iie, the proud Count Palatine ; 
And he had reason good to be, 

But he was most enraged lest such 

An accident should chance to touch 
Upon his future pedigree. 

MaxeppM. 



LYBICy ELEGIAC^ AND AMATORY PISCES. 307 



STANZAS FllOM THE ITALIAN. )^ 

AUuHeWamr 



Yes ! pride of soul shall nerve me nowi 

To think of thee no more ; 
And coldness steel the heart and brow 

That passion swayed before ! 
Think'st thou that I will share thy breast. 
Whilst dwells a fondlier cherished guest 

Deep in its inmost core ? 
No— by my hopes of Heaven ! TU be 
All— ALL— or nothing unto thee ! 

Thy hand hath oft been clasped in mine^— 

,#ondly,-^nce first we met; 
My lip hath e*en been pressed to thine— 

In greeting wild ; — ^but yet, 
Lightly avails it, now, to tell 
Of moments only loved too well — '- 

Joys I^ would fain forget. 
Since BIemory*8 star can ill controul 
The moonless midnight of my sodl f 

But m reproach thee not ;— Farewell ! 

Whilst yet Vm somewhat free, 
Twere better far to break the spell 

That binds my soul to thee. 
Than wait till Time each pulse shall lend 
A strength that will not let it bend 

To Reason's stem decree : 
Since Fate hMh willed that we must part j 
*Twere better now to brave the smart 
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Not teldom is the soul depressed 

Whilst teailess is the eye ; 
For there are woes that wring the breast 

When Feeling^s fount is dry ;— 
Sorrows that do not fade with years. 
But— dwelling ail too deep for tears— 

Rankle eternally !— 
Such now as in my bosom swell. 
Read thou, in this wild word— fabewbli. 1 



THE KEEPSAKE. 

Anow/mw, 



Oh ! know*8t thou why, to distance diivsn. 
When Friendship weeps the paittag boor. 

The simplest gift that moment given. 
Long, long retains a magic power? 

Still, when it meets tiie musing view. 
Can half the theft of Time retrieve-*- 

The scenes of former bliss renew. 
And bid each dear idea live ? 

It boots not if the pencil*d rose. 
Or sever*d ringlet, meet the eye ; 

Or Indians sparkling gems enclose 
The talisman of sympathy ! 

*' Keep it— yes, keep it for my sakeT* 
On fancy's ear still breathes the sound ; 

Ne'er time the potent charm shall l»eak. 
Nor loose the i^l Afiection bound i 
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STANZAS TO . 

AnonifiHous. 

Ob, lady ! I have seen thee ofteD, 

But never knew thee half so fair ; 
I've mark'd the moon thy beauty soften. 

And loved the gilding fashion's glare. 

And now, beside this lamp alone. 

Why beams that eye so bright to me; 
Why has*t not so on others shone,-— 

Why were they so unblessM by thee ? 

Another's eye as dark as thine 

Hath flash'd a soul perhaps as high ; 
And others' locks as lovdy twine 

On brows would soothe as deep a sigh. 

As snow-surpassing bosoms heave 
With words as sweet and tones as swelling. 

As heaven-descended footsteps leave 
As warm a heart, as sad a dwelling. 

Thee or thine I deem they ai'e not ; 

Fm bound to thee, none can unbind ; 
For all but for thyself I care not. 

Thyself alone— thy self of mind. 

Lov'st thou me, loveliest lady ! say t 
Thou dost—thou dost^*that blessed teari 

That blush— oh, tell me !— yet delay, 
Tis what I dare not hope to hear. 



\ 
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Yes ! now I know that look of li^t; 

'Tis lo?e, foigotten be it never ; 
It turns to day my life of night; 

Oh live !— oh live !— that look for ever ! 



THE TEAR. 

ffarral 



'TwAS no unmanly tear that fell, 

No cowaid drop that stain'd my cheek : 
My soul quails not ; — ^ihe sordid spell 

Of worldly suffering 1 can breaks- 
Contemptuous break— and *midst the storm. 

And *midst the wreck of fortune smile ; 
Nor let one recreant sigh deform 

A breast that's free from fraud or guile. 

'Twas not in grief the tronbler fell- 
Though many a sorrowing tear is due 

To her whose bosom's kindly swell 
Responsive met a flame as true. 

She sleeps in peace, and I shall sleep. 
Perchance, beneath the self-same sod ! 

Yes, I shall sleep, and thou wilt weep. 
Yet humbly kiss our Father's rod. 

Thy balmy tear upon my grave 
Would soothe, if aught might soothe in death. 
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A spirit that could sternly brave 
garth's evils io its latest breath. 

Then chide not for the tear that fell — 

It burst from no ignoble source; 
The heart*s warm throb it rushM to tell— 

The heart's best feeling urged its course. 

Grateful it flow'dj that brother's tear 

A seraph might have joy'd to own ! 
Grateful it flow'd — soul-fraught— -sincere— 

An offering at a sister's throne ! 

In bliss supreme that sweet tear fell ! 

Pure token of as pure a love 
As ever 'woke the tuneful shell— 

The golden harp-^-of saint above! 

Accept that tear, nor deem that he 
By whom 'twas shed ere bore a thought — 

A hope — a fear — unworthy thee. 
That thou or thine could wish unsought. 



CAROLINE. 



Campbell, 



I'll bid my hyacinth to blow, 
ril teach my grotto green to be. 

And §ing my true-love, all below 
TJie hpUy bowey and myrtle tree. 
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There, all hit wild*wood leeiils to bring. 
The sweet Booth wind diall wander by $ 

And, with the music of his wing^ 
Delight my natling canopy. 

Ck)me to my dose and dustering bower, 
Thou spirit of a milder dime ! 

Fresh*with the dews of fruit and flower* 
Of mountain heath and moory thyme* 

With all thy rural echoes come. 
Sweet comrade of the rosy day. 

Wafting the wild bee*s gentle hum. 
Or cuckooes plaintive roundelay ! 

Wherever thy morning breath has play*d. 
Whatever isles of ocean fennM, 

Come to my blossom. woven shade, 
I'hou wandering wind of Fairy Land ; 

For sure, from some enchanted i&Ie, 
Where heaven and love their sabbath hold, 

Where pure and happy spirits smile. 
Of beauty *s fairest, brightest mould : 

From some green Eden of the deep. 
Where pleasure*s sigh alone is heaved, 

Where tears of rapture lovers weep, 
Endeafd, undoubting^ undeceived. 

From some sweet Paradise alar. 
Thy music wanders, distant, lost ^ 

Where Nature lights her leading star. 
And love is nevei^ never crossed* 
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h ! gentle gale of Eden bowen, 
f back thy rosy feet should roam. 
To revel wiUi the cloudless hoors^ 
n Nature's more propitious home — 

Name to thy loved I^ysiaD groves. 

That o'er enchanted spirits twine, 
A fairer form than cherub loves, 

And let the name be Caroline. 




TO HELEN. 



!»V\ 



Though my visions of life are soon to depart. 

Yet sigh not, dear Helen, thus deeply for me : 
The lingering pulsations that throb in my heart. 

Are only its fond apprehensions for thee. 
Oh ! sad are the perils that compass thy way. 

For a season of sorrow and darkness is nigh : — 
When the glow-worm appears at the close of tlie day. 

Her lustre betrays her, and dooms her to die. 

For me, love, no sweet wasting odours shall bum. 

No marble invoke thee to deck it with flowers ; 
My ashes shall rest in a crystalline urn. 

And that um be abroad in the sun and the showers. 
It shall lightly be swept by the cool-blowing gale. 

When the gay-colour'd evening shines cheerfully through. 
Around it the shadows of twilight shall sail. 

And the mists of the morning embalm it in dew. 

p 
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Sweet girl! may tfiy rdiCB be Ikid in that shrine * 

For thoi^h deaths we ar^ told^ in tmtofiacious of love^ 
Yet it soothes me to hope they may mingle iHth mine, 

As our spirite will nidi^ fot e^rer eJlMte, 
And ify when the race of our being is run. 

Any record rcmai& of the loves that wie bor^ 
Our story shall be» that in lift wis wer^ one» 

And in dying we net to be parted mo tnore. 



l^PPHO^S DEATH SONG. 



Id, E» L» 



Farewell, my lute? — and would that I 
Had never waked thy burning chords f 

Poison has been upon thy sigh. 
And fevar has Inre&thed in thy wo^ls. 

Yet wherefore^ wherefore should I blame 
Thy power, Ihy spdl, my gentlest lute > 

I should have been the wretch I am. 
Had every cho^rd of thine been mute. 

It was my evil star above, 

Nbt my swe^ lute that wrought me wrong ; 
It was not JBbtog that taught me love, 

5ut it was lote that taught me song ! 

If song be past, and hope undone, 
A^ pulse^ and head^ and heart are fiame. 

It is thy wbik, M)du faithless one f 
But n6 !^I win iibt ttatn^ thy name ! 
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Sun-gody late, wreath, are towM to thee ! 

Long be their light upon my grave. 
My glorioiii grave yon deep Uue sea ; 

I shall sleep calm beneath its wave ! 

The Improvisairice, 



TANZAS SUPPOSED TO HAVE BEEN WRITTEN ON fr 
THE ENVELOPE OF A LOCK OF HAIR. 



4igMitM4Us^ 



Pledge of a love as pure and deep 
As CV& thrilPd in mortal breast ! 
I would not, could I break thy sleep, 
Recal thee from the couch of rest. 
Where thou art now in peaqe reclining, 
A stranger to the world's repining ! 

No ! bright as was thy brief career, 

In this wild waste of storm and gloom. 
And much as I have wished thee here. 
My soul's dark sorrows to illume. 
In londiness Td rather languish. 
Than have thee here to share my anguish ! 

Besides, would even Heaven allow 
Thy advent to this earth again. 
That boon to thee were cruel now, 
Since human ills— a numerous train, 
Would cross thee in thy path of life. 
And stir thy young sweet thoughts to strife ! 

p 2 
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Yety looking on this sun-bright tress 

Unlocks the source of dried up tears. 
And thoughts intense and maddening press 
On my hot brain ; — though hopes or fears, 
. Since thou and thy sweet mother perish'd. 
Have ne*er by me been felt or cherished. 

Blossom of love I Yes, on my mind 

Strange and unusual feelings rush ; 
The flood-gates of my heart unbind. 
And bid its waters wildly gush. 
As, gazing on these threads, I see 
The all that now remains of thee ! 

Blossom of love ! farewell !— farewell ! 

I go to join the noisy throngs 
But in my soul*s deep, inmost cdl, 
Thoughts that to tbiue and thee bdong, 
Will ever bloom as fresh and fair 
As when they first were planted there ! 

* 
Aad, oh ! if tears of woe may nourish 

The flowers of memory in the breast. 
Then those in mine will surely flourish. 
And each succeeding hour invest 
Their stems with charms unknown before^-*- 
Till we three mept tp part no more ! 
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TO THB PO. * 

Byron, 



RiVEB, that roUest by the ancient walls 

Where dwells the lady of my love -y when she 

Walks by thy brink, and there, perchance^ recals 
A faint and fleeting memory of me ;— 

What if thy deep and ample stream should be 
A mirror of my heart, where she may read 

The thousand thoughts I now betray to thee^ 
Wild as thy wave, and headlong as thy speed. 

What do I say ? '^ A mirror of my heart 1*' 
Are not thy waters sweeping, dark, and strong : 

Such as my feelings were and are, thou art. 
And eudi as thou art were my passions long. 

Time may have somewhat tamed them ; not for ever 
Thou overflowest thy banks ; and not for aye 

Thy bosom overboils : congenial river. 

Thy floods subside— and mine have sunk away f 

But left long wrecks behind us, and again, 
Borne on our old unchanged career we move: 

Thou tendest wildly to the main. 

And I to loving one I should not love, 

* TbcM TeriM were written by Lord Byron, when the Cotuten G' 
WM at Ravenna, and he was traveUiog down the Po to join her. 
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The cunent I bdiold will sweep beneath 
Her native walls, and murmiir at her feet ; 

Her eyes will look on thee, when she shall breathe 
The twilight air, unchained from Stimmer'a heat. 

She will look on thee: I have look*d on thee^ 
Full of that thought, and from that moment ne*er 

Thy waters could I name — ^ne*er name or see. 
Without the inseparable sigh flor her. 

Her bright eyes will be imaged on thy stream- 
Yes, they will meet the wave I gaxe on now; 

But mine cannot witness^ even in a dream. 
That happy wave repass me in its flow. 

The wave that bears my tear returns no more. 
Will she letam, by whom that tear shaO swetfpf 

Both tread thy bank, both wander on thy shore^ 
I near the source, she by the dark blue deep. 

But that which keepeth us apart, is not 
Distance, nor depth of wave, nor space of earth. 

But the distractions of a various lot,— 
Ah, various as the climates of our birth. 

A stranger loves a lady of the land. 

Born &r beyond the mountains, but his blood 
Is all meridian, as if never fanned 

By the black wind that chills the Polar flood. 

My blood is all meridian: were it not 
I had not left my clime :— 7 should not be» 

In spite of torture ne'er to be foi^t, 
A slave again of love— at least of thee. 
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^Tis vain to stfoggle: let loe pva/h yavngt 

Live as I lived, )oye 13 1 bavQ lov«d ; 
To dust if I return from dufit I ipnmg^ 

And then M least my i^art cannot be moved. 



STANZAS TO ^ ' 

1 would not court Lethean strtams 
My MnowlBf seme to ifleepa 

Nor dfinic obUfioa to 6i« tkraMi 
O'er wbidt I lore to weep. ^ 



Years of anguish sAd gloom have goM hy* 
Since I last drapfc the bresftb of thy aiigh» 
And— compdled by bcM:d iQXtm^ tq sevqr»^ 
We parted in aa d no g »"fo r evert 

What ahostof r^nembiaiices xvah 

On my brain,— and my tears how they gudb 

When in 8olitad^*s hoyr I dwell 

On thy wild but pro^b^tic feiewell! 

Yes, for ever, tiiou saidvt, though I deoaed 
Fortune kinder, p^ichai^Qe, than sh^ 90em9d| 
And, chiding thy fears with a kiss. 
Bade thee dim not those moments of bliss. 

£ven then death's dark web was around thee ; 
The spells of tfie spoils had bovnd thee; 
And the Angd from I^ven that brings 
Fate^s last fiat— was waving his wings, ^ 



L^an, 
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Wc parted.— What peo may poortniy 
The despair that o^ecdiadoired that d^y ? 
And efeQ deeper our grief had been thBD, 
Had we^iMni we ihuuld meet not 9g9m ! 

We parted.— Long yean have now paaaed 
Since the hoar that I gazed on thee last, 
Buty fresh in my memory yet. 
Bloom the flowers of most moumM regret! 

'Tis said, that lbr.Sorrow*8 worst sting. 
Time a swiftJiealing balsam can bring ; 
That earth*s ills all must own his dominion. 
And recede when they're touched by his pinion ! 

Could die power of Oblivion control 
All the gloom that oppresses my soul ; 
CkMild even Time, with his wing, interpose* 
And freeze feding's bright fount as it flows $— 

I would scorn the hard chain that must chill 
In my bosom affection's fond thrill ; 
For the boon were ungrateful to me. 
If it banished one sweet dream of thee { 

But this thought shall afibrd me relief 
In my moments of passion and grief. 
That — whatever be the depth of my woes— 
They can never disturb thy repose ! 

No : the venom-dipped arrows of doom 
Cannot pierce to thy heart throi^h the tomb ; 
And though bitter, *tis balm to my breast. 
To know thouM for ever at rest I 
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No : the clouds that bunt over me now 
Cannot ruffle thy beautiful biow ;— 
In its sorrows my soul may repine. 
They can wake no wild edioes in thine! 

Let the storms of adversity lour. 
So that thou hast escaped from their power ; 
They may pour forth their wrath on my head;— 
They can break not the sleep of the dead. 

And the poison of Envy and Malice 
May still farther embitter life*s chalice ; 
But the cup, with a smile, shall be quaffed. 
Since thou Iiv*st not to share in the draught ! 



STANZAS TO — — . 



All that I saw returns upon my vxevtr. 
All that I heard comes back upon my ear. 



A Vision cross*d me as I slept— 

A vision unallied to pain ;^- 
And in my day-dreams it has kept 

Possession of my. heart and brain ; 
It is a portion of my soul. 

And, if the soul may never die. 
That vision now is past controul, 

And shares its immortality. 

p 3 
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It took a {<xm that time may change 

In other's eyes, but not in mine : 
For coldness— hate cannot estrange 

My stiU unsbakoi heart from thine. 
I saw. thee then, as I have seen 

The cherished one of earlier yearSt 
Ere pale suspidoh came between 

Onr hearts— and poison*d both with fears. 

I heard thee speak, and felt the tone 

Of welcome o^er my spirit steal ) 
As if our souls had never known 

What those who part in coldness feel. 
Thy hand to mine in fondness clung. 

And, when I met its thrilling press, 
I almost deemed it had a tongue. 

And whispered love and happiness. 

'lis said, that dreams may herald truth ^ 

But dreams like these are worse than vain. 
For what can bring back wither^ youth, 

Or lovers unshaded hours again ? 
They do but mock us — giving scope 

To joys from which we wake and part. 
And then are lost the hues of Hope — 

The rainbow of the clouded h€^. 

They are the spirits of the past 

That haunt the chambers of the mind ; 
Recalling thoughts too sweet to last. 

And leaving blank despair behind. 
They are like trees from stranger boWrs, 

Transplanted trees that take not root- 
Young buds that never come to flow'rs*^ 

Frail blossoms that ne*er turn to fruit. 
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They are like demons who would brings 

The nectar that might tempt to sip. 
And yell in triumph as they fliiig 

The goblet from Qur fever'd lip. 
They are like Ocean's frtthkas calm« 

That with a breath is roused to strifei^ 
Or hollow friendship's proffei'd balm 

That poisons ail the springs of life. 

I &ought we m€ft at silent nighty 

And roam*d as we. were wont to roam^ 
And pictur*d with a fond delight. 

The pleasures of our future home. 
That home our hearts may never shaie-* 

'Tis lost to both for ever now } 
The tree of hope lies withered— bajre-^ 

Without a blossom, lea( or bough* 

• 

To words— vain words — no pow*r is giv'Pf 

The torments of my soul to tell ; 
I slept — and had a dream of heav*n— 

I woke— and felt the pangs of helL 
Yet, I would not foiget thee-^No! 

Tbo* thou hast withefd hope in 
Nor for a world o^ joys forego 

The one sweet joy of loving thee. 
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TO MISS , 

WHO WISHED ME TO WRITE A SONNET. 

jinon^mous. 



What f with that smile beneath your bonnett 

And cheeks of rosy hue. 
Do yon ask me to write a sonnet? 

I cannot e*en for you ; 
For ihoold I prove so simple 

To set me down and try, 
I ihoukl be thinking of that dimple. 

And those lips of vermeil dye ; 
By those eyes so merry and blue, 

With beams so bright and gay. 
My sorrows, both old and new. 

Would quickly be banished away ; 
Your presence all sorrow composes 

(And without it pray what is a sonnet ?) 
I only can think of the roses. 

And the smile that is under your bonnet 
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TO MARY IN HEAVEN."* 

Burns. 



Thou lingering star, with lessening ray. 

That lov^st to greet the early mom. 
Again thou usher*st in the day 

My Mary from my soul was torn ! 

* In the history of the hearth best affeetionsj there are few easei more 
toaehiof than that of poor Barns. *' My Highland lassie,** obeervet the 
bard, *' was a warm-hearted, charming young creature, as ever blessed a 
man with generoos love. After a pretty long tract of the most ardent red- 
proeal attachment, we met by appointment on the second Sunday of May, 
in a sequestered spot by the banks of Ayr, where we tpent the day la taking 
a farewell, before she should embark for the West Highlands, to arrange 
matters among her friends for our projected change of life. At the close of 
Aatnma following she crossed the sea, to ttieet me at Greenock, where she 
had scarce landed when she was seised with a malignant fever, which hur- 
ried my dear girl to4he grave in a few days, before I conld even hear of her 
iUoeas."— <?romek, the intelligent editor of the " Rellques of Burns," justly 
dbaervee, that—" There are events in this transitory scene of existence, sea- 
aoBt of joy or of sorrow, of despair or of hope, which at they powerfully 
affect us at the time, serve as epochs to the history of our lives. They may 
be termed the trials of the heart. We treasure them deeply in oar memory, 
aad at time glides silently away, they help us to number our days. Of this 
eharaeter was the parting of Burns with his Highland Maryt that interest- 
inf female, the first object of the youthful Poet's love. This adieu was per- 
ftnracd with all those simple and striking ceremonies which rustle sentiment 
baa devised to prolong tender emotions, and to inspire awe. The lovers 
stood on each side of a small purling brook ; they laved their hands in its 
limpid stream, and holding a Bible between them, prunounced their vows to 
bf faithful to each other. They parted— never to meet again I— The anni- 
versary of Mary CampMPt d^ath (for that was her name) awakening in 
the sensitive mind of Burns the most lively emotion, he retired from his 
family, then residing on the farm of Ellisland, and wandered solitary, on 
the banks of the Nith, and about the farm-yard, in the greatest aglti^ou of 
mind, nearly the whole of the night ; Iiis agitation was so great that he 
threw himself on the side of a corn-stack, and there conceived his sublime 
and tender elegy— his address To Mary in Heaven," 
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O Mary! dear departed shade! 

Where is thy blissful place of rest ? 
geest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear^st thou the groans that rend his breast? 

That sacred hour can I forget. 
Can I forget the hallowed grove^ 

Where by the winding Ayr we met^ 
To live one day of parting love ! 

Eternity will not efiace 

Those records dear of transport past ; 
Thy image at our last embrace; 

Ah ! little thought we *twas our last I 

Ayr gurgling kissed his pebbled shore* 
Overhung with wild woods* thiok'ning green ; 

The i'ragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar. 
Twined amorous round the raptured scene. 

The flowers sprang wanton to be prest. 
The birds sang love on every spray* 

Till too, too soon, the glowing west 
Proclaimed the speed of winged day. 

Still o^er these scenes my memory wakes. 
And fondly broods with miser care ; 

Time but the impression deeper makes* 
As streams their channels deeper wear. 

My Mary* dear d^uirted shade ! 

Where is thy blissful place of rest? 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

fiear*st thou the groans that rend his breast ? 
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THE INVITATION. 

Anonymous. 



Oh come, with thy blue eyes of beaming, 

Thou nameless one, whom I love best ; 
When the sun-beam of crimson is streaming 

Through the lattice that looks to the west : 
Oh come, when the birds with their singing 

Fill every recess of the grove,— 
And such tiioughts in the bosom me springing 

As kindle the spirit to love f 

Oh come, where the elm-tree incloses 

The mossy green seat in its shade,—- 
And the peifume of blossoming roses 

Is borne on the breeze of the glade ; 
The streamlet is spariLling beneath us. 

The briar-covered banks are above,-^ 
Around are young lilies, and with us 

Soft thoughts that speak to m of love ! 

Oh come, for afflictions are thronging 

To darken my life to a waste; 
Oh come, for my spirit is longing 

The bliss of thy presence to taste ! 
Though dark disappomtments have wrung me. 

And though with my fate I have strove, 
Whatever were the arrows that stung me, 

I have found a resource in thy love! 
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Oh come, for thy smiling has cheated 

The woes of my breast, and ao well 
The darkness of sorrows defeated. 

That nought else on earth could dispel ; 
Without thee my being would wither 

And pleasure a bauble would prove ; 
Forget not, my sweet, to come hither. 

And solace my heart by thy love ! 



THE VISION* 



Mdi 



I CALL upon thee in the night. 

When none alive are near ; 
I dream about thee with delight,— 

And then thou dost appear 
Fair, as the day-star o*er the bill. 
When skies are blue, and all is still. 

Thou stand'st before me silently. 

The spectre of the past ; 
The trembling azure of thine eye. 

Without a cloud o*crcast ; 
Calm as the pure and silent deep. 
When winds are hush'd and waves asleep. 

Thou gazest on me! — but thy look 

Of angel tenderness. 
So pierces, that I less can brook 

Than if it spoke distress ; 
Or came in anguish here to me 
To tell of evil bodingthee! 
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Aroond thee robes of snowy whiter 

With virgin taste are thrown ; 
Anfly at thy bveast, a lily bri^t, 

Ip beauty scarcely blown :— 
Calmly thou gazest— -like the moon 
Upon the leafy woods of June* 

The auburn hair is braided soft 

Above thy snowy brow : — 
Why dost thou gaze on me so oft ! 

I cannot follow now ! 
It were a crime, a double death. 
To follow by forbidden path* 



But let me press that hand again, 
oft havie pressed in love, 
en sauntering thro' the grassy plain. 
Or sumnier*s evening grove ; 
Or pausing, as yre marked afar. 
The twinkling of the evening star. 






It is a dream, and thou art gone ; 

The midnight breezes sigh ; 
And downcast—sorrowful — alone— 

With sinking heart, I lie 
To muse on days, when thou to me 
Wert more than all on earth can be! 

Oh ! lonely is the lot of him. 

Whose path is on the earth. 
And when his thoughts are dark and dim. 

Hears only vacant mirth ; 
A swallow left, when all his kind 
Have crossed the seas, and winged the wind. 
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TO THE HERB ROSEMARY. 

Henry Kirle White. 



' 9 ■ 

Sweet scented flower ! wbo*rt wont to bloom 
On January's front severe^ 
And o'er the wintry desart drear 

To waft thy waste perfume ! 
Come, thou shalt form my nosegty now. 
And I will bind thee round my biow ^ 

And as I twine the mournful wreath, 
ru weave a melancholy song; 
And sweet the strain shall be, and long. 

The melody of death. 

Ck>me9 funeral flower I who lov*8t to dwell 
With the pale corse in lonely tomb. 
And throw across the desart gloom, 

A sweet decaying smelL 
Come, press my lips^ and lie with me 
Beneath the lowly alder tree : 

And we will sleep a pleasant sleep, 
And not a care shall dare intrude 
To break the marble solitude^ 

So peaceful and so deep. 

And hark ! the wind-god as be flies. 
Moans hollow in the forest trees. 
And sailing on the gusty breeze. 

Mysterious music dies : 
Sweet flower, that requiem wild is mine. 
It warns me to the lonely shrine, 
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The cold turf altar of the dead ; 
My grave shall be m yon lone spot. 
Where as I lie by all forgot^ 

A dying fragrance thou wilt o*er my ashes shed. 



STANZAS. 



-0*- 



I KNEW thee in ^y doudless day. 

But dared not breathe my love to thee ; 
It wore my youthful form away. 

And filPd my heart with misery. 
That love was hopeless, and I sought 

Tq iude fh>m all my soul^s despair. 
And die contented with the thought 

fhat I had gazed on aught so fair ! 

A gloonii was spread o*er me and mine^ 
For thee was noi^ht but sunny weather. 

And when I saw thy fortune shine, 
I would not link our fates together. 

When I have seen thee, gay at heart. 

Thro* lighted halls with others rove, 
I've stood in some deserted part. 

And gazed on thee in speechless love. 
And when I saw thy lovers press 

Round thee, a fickle watch to keep ; 
I felt my utter loneliness. 

And tumM from them and thee to -weep — 

To weep, alas ! o*er lost repose. 
In anguish and unyielding sorrow. 

To weep o^er wounds that would not close. 
And hopes for which there seem*d no morrow. 



332 BB^OTIBS OP THB MODERN POETS. 

But tempests came across the skies. 

That shone on thee so bright before ; 
And then I hushVl my own vain sighs. 

And loT*d.thee in thy misery more. 
I stole to thee when others fled. 

And mingled woe brought mingled balm ; 
Our tears were in communion shed. 

And grief was mute, and sorrow calm. 

When joy has bound two hearts for years, 
A sudden storm those hearts may sever ; 

But, oh! the love that springs in tears. 
Through change and time endures for ever. 



V. 
HUMOROUS AND AMUSING PIECES 



MONSIEUR TONSON. 

Taylor. 



There livM, as fame reports, in days of yore, 
At least some fifty years ago, or more, 

A pleasant Wag on town, yc1ep*d Tom King, 
A fellow that was clever at a joke, 
Expert in all the arts to tease and 8mokc ; \ 

la short, for strokes of humour quite the thing. 

To many a jovial Club this King was known. 
With whom his active wit unrivaird shone— 

Choice Spirit, grave Free-Mason, Buck and Blood, 
Would crowd, his stories and boh'tnois to hear. 
And none a disappointment e'er could fear. 

His humour flow*d in such a copious flood. 

To him a frolic was a high delight, 

A frolic he would hunt for day and night. 

Careless how Prudence on the sport might frown j 
If e*er a pleasant mischief sprung to view. 
At once o*er hedge and ditch away he flew. 

Nor left the game till he had run it down. 
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One night our Hero, rambling with a friend, 
Near fam*d St Gileses chanc*d his course to bend. 

Just by that spot the Seven Dials hight, — 
Twas silence all aroond and clear the coast. 
The Watch, as usual, dozing on his post. 

And scarce a lamp display*d a twinkling light : 

Around this place there livM the numerous clans 
Of honest, plodding, foreign artizans. 

Known at that time by name of Refugees ; 
The rod of Persecution from their home 
Compeird the inofiensiverace to roam. 

And here they lighted like a swarm of bees. 

Well ! our two friends were sauntering through the street, 
In hopes some food for humour soon to meet. 

When in a window high a light they view. 
And, though a dim and melancholy ray, 
It seemM the prologue to some merry play, 

So towards the gloomy dome our hero drew. 

Strait at the door he gave a thundering knock, 
(The time we may suppose near two o-clock) 

" I'll ask," says King, " if Thompson lodges here." 
" Thompson," cries t'other, «* who the Devil's he ?'— 
*« I know not," King replies, " but want to see 

" What kind of animal will now appear." 

After some time a little Frenchman came, 

One hand displayed a rush-light's trembKng flame, 

And from the other danced his culotte. 
An old strip'd woollen night-cap grac'd his head, 
A tatter*d waistcoat o'er one shoulder spread. 

Scarce half awake, he heav'd a yawning note. 
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Though thus untimely rousM, be courteous smil'd. 
And soon addres^'d our wag in acceots mildy 

Bending his head obsequious to hit kQee,— 
** Pray, Sare, vat rant you, dat you come se late» 
** I beg your pardon, Sare, to make you vait— 

** Pray tell me, Sare, vat your oommands vit me*^' 

*' Sir,** answer*d King, << I merely thought to know, 
'* As by your house I chanc*d to>night to go, — • 

** But really I disturb^ your sleep I fear,«— 
^ I say, I thought that yOu perhaps could tell, 
'' Among the folks, who in this street may dwell, 

** If there's a Mr. Thompson lodges here ?** 

The shivering Frenchman, though not pkasM to find 
The bus'ness of this unimportant kind. 

Too simple to suspect *twa8 meant in jeer, 
ShruggM out a sigh, that thus his rest should break, 
Then, with unalter*d courtesy, he spake— 

** No, Sare, no Monsieur Tonson lodges here." 

Our Wag begg'd pardon, and tow*rds home he sped. 
While the poor Frenchman crawPd again to bed : 

But King resolved not thus to drop the jest — 
So the next night, with more of whim than grace. 
Again he made a visit to the place. 

To break once more the poor old Frenchman's rest* 

He knockM, but waited longer than before ; 
No footstep seem'd approaching to the door. 

Our Frenchman lay in such a sleep profound ; 
King with the knocker thunder*d then again, 
Firm on his post determined to remain. 

And oft, indeed, he made the door resound. 



336 BEAUTIES OF THE MODERN POETS. 

At last King hears him o'er the passage creep, 
Wond^ng what fiend again disturbed his sleep— 

The wag salutes him with a civil leer. 
Thus drawling out, to heighten the surprize. 
While the poor Frenchman rubb'd his heavy eyes, 

«* Is there—a Mr. Thompson— lodging hare ?*' 

The Frenchman &lter^d« with a kind of fright — 
^ Vy, Sare, Tm sure, I tell you, Sare, last night,"** 

(And here he laboured with a sigh sincere) 
** No Monsieur Tonson in de vorld I know, 
** No Monsieur Tonson here — ^I toll you so^ — 

^* Indeed, Sare, dere no Monsieur Tonson here." 

Some more excuses tendered, off King goes. 

And the poor Frenchman sought once more repose ; 

Our wag next night pursued his odd career— 
*Twas long, indeed, before the man came nigh. 
And then he utter'd, in a piteous cry, 

*' Sare, 'pon my soul, no Monsieur Tonson here." 

Our sportive wight his usual visit paid. 

And the next night came forth a prattling maid. 

Whose tongue, indeed, than any jack went faster.- 
Anxious she strove his errand to inquire,— 
He said, *twas vain her pretty tongue to tire. 

He should not stir till he had seen her master. 

The damsel then began, in doleful state. 
The Frenchman's broken slumbers to relate. 

And begg'd he'd call at proper time of day. — 
King told her she must fetch her master down, 
A chaise was ready, he was leaving town. 

But first had much of deep concern to say. 
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Thus urged, she went the snoriDg man to call. 
And long, indeed, was she obliged to bawl. 

Ere she could rouse the torpid lump of clay. 
At last he wakes, he rises, and he swears,— 
But scarcely had he totter*d down the stairs. 

When King attacks him in the usual way. 

The Frenchman now perceived 'twas all in vain 
To this tormentor mildly to complain, 

And straight in rage began his crest to rear:— 
** Sare, vat de Devil make you treat me so?— 
Sare, I inform you, 8are, tree nights ago, 

Begar, I swear, no Monsieur Tonson here,** 

True as the night. King went, and heard a strife 
Between the harassed Frenchman and his wife. 

Which should descend to chace the fiend away : 
At length, to join their forces they agree. 
And straight, impetuously, they turn the key, 

Prepared, with mutual fury, for the fray. 

Our hero, with the firmness of a rock. 
Collected to receive the mighty shock. 

Uttering his old inquiry, calmly stood. — 
The name of Thompson raised the storm so high. 
He deemed it then the safest plan to fiy, 

Withy *' Well, rU call when you re in gentler mood.*' 

In short, our hero, with the same intent. 

Full many a night to plague the Frenchman went. 

So fond of mischief was this wicked wit : 
They throw out water — for the watch they call. 
But King, expecting, still escapes from all. — - 

Monsieur, at last, was forced the house to quit. 

Q 



338 BBADTIBS OP THE MODERN POSTS. 

)t happen^ that our wag, about this time^ 

On some fair prospect sought the eastern dime ; 

Six lingering years were there his tediois lot : 
At length, content amid his ripening store, 
He treads again on Britain's happy shores 

And his long absence is at <mce forgot. 

To London with impatient hope he flies. 
And the same night, as former freaks arise. 

He fain must stroll, the well-known haunt to trace. 
** Ah! here*s the scene of frequent mirth/* he said — 
** My poor old Frenchman I suppose Is dead — 

** Egad ! ril knock, and see who holds hia place. "^ 

With rapid strokes he makes the mansion roar. 

And while he eager eyes the opening door, 
Lo ! who obeys the knocker's rattling peal I 

Why, e*en our little Frenchman, strange to say. 

He took his old abode that very day- 
Capricious turn of sportive Fortune's wheel ! 

Without one thought of the relentless. foe. 
Who, fiend-like, haunted him so long ago. 

Just in his former trim he now appears. 
The waistcoat and the night-cap seem*d the same. 
With rushlight, as before, he creeping came. 

And King*s detested voice astonish*d hears. 

As if some hideous spectre struck his sight. 
His senses seem*d bewildered with affright, — 

His face, indeed, bespoke a heart full sore ; 
Then starting, he exclaim'd, in rueful strain,-— 
*^ Begar! here's Monsieur Tonson come again !**— 

Away he ran, and ne'er was heard of more. 
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ADDRESS TO THE BTUMMY AT SBLZONl'S 

EXHIB^ITTON. 

jinonymoui. 



And thoa hast walk*d about (faow gtrange a story f) 
Iq Tbebeft* streets three thousand years ago, 

When Uw Meimumram was in all its glory, 
And time had not begun to overthrow 

Those temples, palaces, and piles stupendous. 

Of which the very ruins are tremendous. 

Speak f lor thou bug enough Inst acted Bukiunyi-^. 

Thoa hast a tongue-HKnne!— <1et ^lis bear Hs. tua^ ; 
ThouM standing on thy legs,.above^ound» Undnmy f 

Revisiting the glimpses of tha moon ; • 
Not like thin ghosts or disembodied cfeature^ 
But with thy bones, and flesh, and limbs, and features. 

Tdl us — for doubtkss thou canst recolleet. 
To whom should we assign tiie Sphinx's feme? 

Was Cheops or Cephrenes arcliiteet 
Of either pyramid tiiat bears his name ? 

IsPdmpey*s Pillar really a misnomer? 

Had Thebes a hundred gates, as sung by Homer? 

Parfaaps diou wert a mason, andforbidden 
By oaths to tell the- mysteries of thy trade,-** 

Then say what secret'inelody was hidden 
In IkiamnDii's statue^ which: at sun -rise: plajr>d^ 

Perhaps tfaou:wcrt a priest— -if so,' my straggler 

Are vsun» for priestcraft never owns its juggles. 

2 
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Perchance that very hand* now pinion^ flat. 
Has hob-a-nob*d with Pharaoh, glass to glass; 

Or dropped a halfpenny in Homer's hat» 
Or doflTd thine own, to let Queen Dido pass -, 

Or held, by Solomon^s own invitation, 

A torch at the great Templets dedication. 

I need not ask thee if that hand, when armM, 
Has any Roman soldier maul*d and knudded. 

For thou wert dead, and buried, and embalm'd^ 
Ere Romulus and Remus had been suckled; — 

Antiquity appears to have begun 

Long after thy primeval race was run* 

Thou could*st develope, if that withered tongue 
Might tell us what those sightless orbs have seen. 

How the world look'd when it was fresh and young. 
And the great deluge still had left it green — 

Or was it then so old that history's pages 

Contain^ no record of its early ages ? 

Still sflent, incommunicative elf? 

Art sworn to secresy ? then keep thy vows ; 
But pr^ythee, tell us something of thyself. 

Reveal the secrets of thy prison-house ! 
Since in the world of spirits thou hast slumberM, 
What hast thou seen ?•— what strange adventures numbered ? 

Since first thy form was in this box extended. 
We have, above-ground, seen some strange mutations ; 

The Roman empire has begun and ended. 
New worlds have risen — ^we have lost old nations. 

And countless kings have into dust been humbled. 

While not a fragment of thy fiesh has crumbled. 
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Didst thou not hear the pother o'er thy head. 
When the great Persian conqOeror, Cambyses, 

Marched armies o*er thy tomb, with thundering tread. 
Overthrew Osiris, Orus, Apis, Isis, 

And shook the pyramids with fear and wonder. 

When the gigantic Memnon fell asunder ? 

If the tomb*s secrets may not be confess*d, 

The nature of thy private life unfold :~ 
A heart has throbb'd beneath that leathern breast. 

And tears adown that dusty cheek have roird : — 
Have chfldren c]imb*d those knees, and kiss*d that face ? 
What was thy name and station, age and race ? 

Statue of flesh ! — Immortal of the dead ! 

Imperishable type of evanescence ! 
Posthumous man, who quit* st thy narrow bed. 

And standest undccay'd within our presence. 
Thou wilt hear nothing till the judgment morning. 
When the great trump shall thrill thee with its warning. 

Why should this worthless t^ument endure, 

If its undying guest be lost for ever ? 
O kt us keep the soul embalmM and pure 

In living virtue, that when both must sever. 
Although corruption may our frame consume, 
The immortal spirit in the skies may bloom. 
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SATURDAY. 



lX 



In glowing terms I would tbis day indite— 
Its mom, its noon, its afternoon and night ; 
Tbe busiest day throughout the week— the latter day : 
A day whereon odd matters are n^^d^ even : 
The dirtiest—cleanest too— of all tne seven ; 
The scouring pail, pan» plate, and platter day ! 
A day of general note and notability ; 
A plague to gentlefolks ^ 

And prime gentility, 
£^en to the highest ranks-^ nobility ! 
And yet a day (barring all jokes) 

Of great utility. 
Both to the rich as well as the mobility f 
A Aty of din— of clack — a clatter day ; 
For all , however they mince the matter, say 
This day they dread ; 
A day with hippish, feverish frenzy fed. 
Is that grand day of fuss and bustle — Saturday ! 






THE WATER FIENDS. 

Caiman. 



On a wild moor, all brown and bleak. 

Where broods the heath. frequenting grouse. 

There stood a tenement antique — 
Lord Hoppeigollop^s country house* 
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Here sile&ce leighM, with- lips of glue, 

^nd imdisturbM maintamU her law. 
Save when the owl cried " whoo I whoo ! whoo V* 

Or the hoarse crow croakM ** cxfr ! caw ! caw f* 

Neglecte<hmansion ! — for, *tiB said. 
Whene'er the snow came feathering down. 

Four barbed steeds, from the Ball's Head, 
Carried thy master up to town. 

Weak Hoppergollot) f — Lords may moan. 

Who stake* in London, their estate. 
On two small, rattling bits of bone. 

On little figure^ or on grekt. 

Swift whirl the wheds«»>He^8 gohe— A r6se 

Remains behind, whose virgin look. 
Unseen, must blush in wintry snows j 

Sweet, beauteous blossom !— 'twas the cook* 

A bolder far than my weak note^ 
Maid of the Moor, thy channs demiaDd : 

Eels might be proud to lose their coat, 
If skinn'd by Molly Dumpling's hand ? 

ff 

Long had the fair one sat alone^ 

Had none remain'd save only she ; 
She by herself had been— if one 

Had not been left, for company; 

^Twas a tall youth, whose cheek's dear hue 
Was tinged with health and manly toil ; 

Cabbage he sow*d, and when it grew— 
He always cut it off to boil. 
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OftvoiUfceciy. « Dfhv^ dtive die bole ! 

Aad prane tbe tm, aad trni the root ! 
Aad likk tbe «ip opoB Ae pole; 

To Kse tbe HMows ftoB die fiiit !** 



AsBin nmle fkt uutile by diy 

Followed bbrtep; wboe^er be wbeds 

His benov loiuid te giiden gay, 
A bob-tiil cor ii at bis beebw 

Ab! maiiytbebnileGreitioosee! 

Tby comtancy oft needs die spar ! 
WbUe leMMK of fiddif y 

Aie fomd in every bdb-4ail cor. 

Hard taSTd the yoirfb, so fiesb and strong, 
Wbile Bobtafl in bis lace would lod^ 

And maili'd his master tioU the song, — 
'* Sweet Molly Domplingf O, thou cook r 

For thus he sung» while Cupid smfled. 
Pleased that the gardener own*d his dart. 

Which pruned his passions^ nmniog wild. 
And grafted true love on his heart. 

Maid of the Moor, his love return ! 

True love ne*er tints the chedc with shame c 
When gardener's hearts like hot-beds burn, 

A cook may surely feed the flame. 

Ah I not averse from love was she. 
Though pure as heaven's snowy flake ; 

Both loved, and tliough a gardener he. 
He knew not what it was to rake. 
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Cold blows tiie blastt^Uie nighft obtcurei 

The mansion's crazy wainscots crack; 
No star appear*d, and all tlie moor, 

Like every other moor, was Uack. 

Alone, pale, trembling, near the fire, 

The lovely Molly Dumpling sat ; 
Much did she fear, and much admire 

What Thomas Gardener could be at. 



Listening, her hand supports her chiOy 
But, ah ! no foot is heard to stir ; 

He comes not from the garden in ; 
Nor he, nor little bob-tail cur. 



\ * 



They cannot come^ sweet maid, to thee ; 

Flesh, both of cur and man is grass f 
And what's impossible can*t be. 

And never, never, comes to pass I 

She paces through the hall antique, 
To call her Thomas from his toil,<« 

Opes the huge door— the hinges creak. 
Because the hinges wanted oil. 

Thrice, on the threshold of the hall. 

She ^ Thomas!" cried, with many a sob 5 

And thrice on Bob-tail did she call. 
Exclaiming, sweetly,—" Bob ! Bob ! Bob i" 

Vain maid ! a gardener's corpse, *tis said. 

In answers can but ill succeed ^ 
And dogs that hear when they are dead. 

Are very cunning dogs indeed. 

Q 3 
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An, aU wit nKtale around ! 
The omdle ihed i hMe ny, 
Tboa^ ahige noald of loar to tfaepiMnd. 

Foil dotely to the ftm the drew; 

Adown her 6beA a nil tear itole; 
Wben,lo! a coflm out flioe flaw. 

And in her apron burnt a hole! 



their bny death-watdi 
A certain sign fliat F^e wiD frown ; 
The dimisy kitdien cUxk, tooi, 
A certain s^ it was not down. 



More strong and strong her tenois rose,-'— 

Ber shadow did tiie maid appal ; 
She trembled at her lovdy nose^ 

It look'd so long against the wall. 

Up to her chamber, damp and cold^ 
She climb*d Lord HoppeigoUop-*8 stair/>— 

Three stories high-^long, dull, and ddy— • 
M great Loids* stories often are^ 

All nature now appeared to pause. 

And ** o*er the one-half world 8eem*d dead ;*' 
No ** curtain'd sleep *' had she— because 

She had no curtains to her bed. 

Listeniog she lay :— with iron din 

The clock struck twehe'^he door flew wide— 
When Thomas grimly glided ia. 

With little Bob-tail by his side. 
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Tall, like the poplar, was hU. size ; 

Green, green, his waistcoat was, as leeks ; 
Ked, red as beet-root were bis eyes > 

Pale, pale as turnips were bis cheeks I 

Soon as the spectre she espied. 

The fear- struck damsel faintly said,— 
** What would my Thomas ?** He replied, 

** Oh ! Molly Dumpling ! I am dead. . 

*' All in the flower of youth I fell. 
Cut off with health^s full blossom crownM; 

I was not ill — but in a well 

I tumbled backwards, and was drown*d. 

** Four fathom deep thy love doth lie ; 

His faithful dog bis fate doth share ^ 
We're fiends ; — Uiis is not he and I :— 

We are not here — ^for we are ther4, 

** Yes ; — ^two foul water-fiends are wej 

Maid of the Moor ! attend us now ! 
Thy hour*s at hand,— -we come for thee T . . . 

The little fiend-cur said, " Bow-wow I" 



"** To wind her in her cold, cold grave, 
A Holland sheet a maiden likes : 

A sheet of water thou shalt have ; 
Such sheets there are in Holland Dykes. 



n 



The fiends approach ; the maid did shrink ; 

Swift through the night's &)ul air they spin ; 
They took her to the green welPs brink. 

And with a souse they plumpM her in« 
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So true tiie fior, 10 true the y oothy • 
Haids to this day their story tell ; 

And heace the proverb roee^ that Thitb 
lies in the bottom of a well. 



FRANK HAYMAN. 

Ttfior. 



FflANK Hatm AN, onoe a brother of the brush. 
Had talents much distinguish^ in his day ; 

But for his art he hard)y cared a rush. 
If some odd mischief stumbled in his way. 

This wag was deem*d, by all the social tribe, 
A jovial, easy, careless, pleasant fellow. 

Fond of a frolic, ready at a gibe. 
And sometimes in his cops a little meUow. 

He being tempted by a pleasant day. 
After a long contention with the gout, 
A foe that oft besieged him, sallied out 

To breathe fresh air; and while s^ hour away. 
It chanced, as he was strolling, void of care, 
A drunken porter passM him with a hare. 

The hare was o'er his shoulder flung, 

Dangling behind in piteous plight. 

And as he crept in zig-zag style. 

Making the most of every mile. 

From side to side poor pussy swung. 

As if each momeut taking flight. 
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A dog who saw the man's condition,-*^ 
A lean and hungry politician, 
On the lookK)ut was larking close behind; — 
A sly and subtle chap. 
Of a most sagacious smell. 
Like politicians of a higher kind. 
Ready to snap 

At any thing that fell. 

The porter stagger*d on-^the dog kept near. 

Watching the lucky minute for a bite ; 
Now made a spring, and then drew back with fear. 

While Hayman followM, tittering at the sight. 

Great was the contrast *twixt the man and dog ; 
The one a negligent and stupid lout. 
That seem*d to know not what he was about, — 
The other keen, observant, all agog: 

Nor need it wonderment excite, I ween. 

That Hayman closed the train, to mark the scene. 

Through many a street our tipsy porter reels, ' 
Then stops, as if to solemn thought inclined; 

The watchful dog was ready at his heels. 
And Hayman hobbled on not far behind. 

> 
Then rolling on again, the man surveyed 

One of those happy mansions, where 
A cordial drop imparts its cheering aid 

To all the thirsty sons of Care. 
The sight of this refreshing place. 

The scent that hails him from the door. 
Arrest at once his rambling pace. 

As they had often done before. 
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My host, with accents fhat w«fe wond'rovs kind. 

Invites him in, a jovial crew to join ; 
The man the generous courtesy declined. 

Merely, perhaps, for want of thint— or coin. 

Straight on a bench without he streteh^d along. 

Regardless of the passing throng ; 

And soon his weary eye-lids closer 

While Somnus soothes him to r^)Ose. 

The hare now prostrate on his back. 

This was a lucky minute for a snack : 

The dog, unable longer to refrain. 

Gazed at the hare, 

Who caused his care. 
Jumped and bit, jumpM and bi^ jumped and bit, and bit 

again. 
At length, when he had cleared away the rest. 
Hie sated spoiler finished on the breast. 

Then having made a hearty meal. 

He careless tumM upon his heel. 

Nor thought of asking, *• What's to pay ?" 

But scampered at his ease away. 

Perhaps to find some four-foot fair. 

And tell the story of the hare. 

And here some sage, with moral spleen may say, 
" This Hayman should have driven the dog away ; 
** The effects of vice the blameless should not bear, 
** And folks that are not drunkards lose their hare.** 

All this, we grant, is very true ; 
But in this giddy world, how few 
To virtue's heights sublimely move. 
Relinquishing the things they love. 
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Not so unfashionably good. 

Our waggish painter laughing stood, 

In hopes more sport to find ; 
Disposed to keep in view his game. 
And with the ambitious Thane exclaim, 

'< The greatest is behind/* 

Besides, he knew whatever the plan 
1 hat tempts the fond pursuits of man. 
Though pleasure may the course attend, 
The wise are heedful of the end. 

Hence, though of mirth a lucky store 

So aptly tumbled in his way. 
Yet still he linger*d after more. 

And thus he said, or seem*d to say :— 

** How will the people fret and scold, 
" When they the bony wreck behold ! 
** Aud how the drunken rogue will stare, 
** When first he sees what was the hare ! 

** The denouement must needs be droll, — 
" Twere folly not to see the whole." 
Presuming thus on future pleasure, 
Hayman kept post to wait the sleeper*s leisure. 

At length, our porter's balmy slumbers o*er, 
He jogged on tottering as before. 
Unconscious any body kind 
Had eased him of his load behind. 
Now on the houses turned his eye. 
As if his journey's end were nigh. 
Then read a paper in his hand. 
And made a stand.—— 
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Hayman drew near, with eager meiny 
To mark the closing of the scene, 
Expecting straight a furioivs din. 
His features ready for a grin. 

And now we need but mention one thing more^ 
To shew how well he must have liked the whim; 

Though drunky our porter hit at last the door. 
And Hayman found the hare was sent to him I 

MORAL. 

A wise old proverb says, *^ To others do 
*' E*en as you would those others should to you.** 
Now, had the painter marked this rule with care. 
He, not the dog^ had dined upon the hare. 



EDINBURGH. 

Anon^fnous, 



When looking for lodgings, a stranger will see 

Some customs abstruse to a southron like me.— > 

I saw " Lodgings ^' put up, and began to explore 

A dirty stone staircase, and came to a door, 

With a name, and a bell, and a scraper complete. 

Like the doors which, in England, we have in the street. 

I rung, and was told there were lodgings next door; 

So I tum'd, and went down the stone staircase once more; 

And I searched the next house for these lodgings of theirs ; 

But discovered at length that "next door" meant " up stairs; 

And, on the next story, I speedily came 

To another street-door, with bell, scraper, and name; 
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And if you go up eight or nine stories more, 

Each has scraper and bell» and a perfect street-door* 

This custom at first could not fail to create a 

Great marvel in me, for they all live in strata I 

One over another, from bottom to top. 

And beginning below with a stratum of shop ! 

And the mixture is such, that we often may see an 

Undoubted pure stratum *twixt strata plebeian :— 

You may call on a friend of some ton, and discover him 

With a shoemaker under, and a staymaker over him! 

My dwelling begins with a perriwig-maker,— 

I'm under a corn-cutter— -over a baker ; 

Above the chiropodist, cookery too ; 

O'er tiiat is a laimdress— o'er her is a Jew ; 

A painter aQd tailor divide the eighth flat. 

And a dancing academy thrives over that 

We'll leave higher circles unnamed : — ^T'other night. 

My landlady enter'd my room in a fright, 

And cried, half in tears, with a face full of woe, 

** Your lumn's in a low, sir, your lumn's in a low.'* 

I laughed in her face, for her hasty oration 

To me had conveyM very small information : 

Indignant she bawl'd, when she saw that I laugh'd— 

" You're foolish — your lumn's in a low — the man's daft!<-" 

** The baker — the oven !"— 1 now comprehended. 

And join'd in the cry, ere the uproar was ended,— 

** The baker ! the oven I oh, oh ! is it so ? 

'* My chimey's on Are! my lumn's in a low !'* 
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WOMAN, AND THE MOON. 



r v£ oft been lorely puzzled and peq)lesM, 

MThen thinking of the Sun. and Moon, and to on. 

To know what principle, when they were aex*d, 
Thoie who first fix*d their gender chose to go on ;— 

1 will not flay that IVe beoi ever vez'd. 
When this aame, thing I've chanced a thoq^ to throw on. 

But it has given my reasoning power some pother. 

Why we should He the one, and She the other! 

The Moon— and Woman ; there may be, I own, 
I\)ints of resemblance more tiian one or two : 

Twenty, for aught I know, might soon be shown ; — 
Fd state them, if Fd nothing else to do ; 

But as I have, Fll leave the theme alone ; — 
And yet, on second thoughts, Pll give a few. 

Lest carping critics, who are apt to chatter. 

Should say I never thought about the matter. 

Imprimis — then, they both shine most at night. 

The one on earth, the other in the sky ; 
I may say, both reflect a borrowM light. 

But this, perhaps, the ladies would deny ; 
And they, I own, have an undoubted right 

To know what charms (hey borrow, or they buy : 
Besides, whenever any thing is bought. 
And paid for, 'tis the ovvner^s, as it ought. 
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Buty passing this discussion as a theme 

Too delicate to dwell on, I must say, 
That whether both dispense a borrowed gleam 

Or not, there^s much resemblance in the ray 
Which shines from each ;-*though beautiful the beam. 

It is not steady, like the light of day. 
But an uncertain, fascinating splendour*- 
A little coolish, too, when man grows tender. 

Another point of likeness, to my view. 

Being, J think, an accurate beholder. 
Is this : — when Ladies and when Moons are new. 

They're both a little coy ; but when got older. 
They donH salute you, and then bid adieu. 

Both in a breath ; but, grown a little bolder. 
Are more disposed to give you time to admire, 
And are in no great hurry to retire. 

Let's try again.— The Moon, it has been said^ 
Has a strange influence on folks half-crack*d ; 

And I have either heard, or somewhere read. 
Of " Lunatic and Lover all compact," 

Which seems as if 'twere thought by some ill-bred^ 
(Though sure such wretches should be straightway rack*d) 

That 'tis not 'till Man's reasoning powers are gone. 

Woman can claim his noddle as her own. 

« 

But this point of resemblance, though it might 
Strike some as very striking, I just mention ^— 

I should be sorry to be unpolite, 
And still more sorry to excite dissention 

Among you love-sick swains, who, out of spite. 
Would swear I had some sinister intention. 

Their heads I leave to those who choose to win *em, 

'Tis no affair of mine what brains are in *em« 
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Wdl — to proceed ; — ^I find I must make haste. 
And not on every point of semblance pore. 

Or I shall both my time and paper waste. 
And try my reader*s patience, which is more, j 

For, when a joke is not quite to our taste, 
It^s apt to make one feel a little sore ;— 

Besides, it might be thought it was my aim 

To prove the Moon and Woman are the samel 

I therefore shall with brevity pass over 
Various resemblances between the twain ; 

How both, when skies are clear, smile on a lover. 
And leave him in the lurch in clouds and rain ; 

As well as many a theme Imight discover 
In eithefs rise^ or set, or wax, or wane; 

But as I might be prolix, I forbear ;— 

Besides— I must their difference now compare. 



The Moon and Woman dififer then— in this : 
The first is true to Nature, and its laws ; 

It never leaves its sphere, — ^nor does amiss,— 
It apes no artful wiles — asks no applause,— 

In ail its changes— still unchanged it is 

In loveliness and beauty, from this cause,— 

Since first created it has cheated no Man ;— 

I fear we cannot say all this for Woman. 

Again — ^the Moon sheds her impartial beam 

On rich, and poor, with just the same delight : — 

Youth, beauty, ugliness, and age all seem 
The same to her— 4o each her smiles are bright; 

She sometimes may withdraw her gentle gleam. 
But not capriciously, still less in spite.—- 

I doubt much if these qualities are common 

With her to whom we give the name of Woman. 
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I mighty if I had time and inclination. 

And were not fearful of exciting riot. 
Give other instances of variation, 

Which some would smile, and more, perhaps, would sigh 
at: 
I give but one, defying disputation — 

Women are — talkative ! the Moon is — quiet! 
Were there no other cause, I must OfAae 

This fiilly proves the moon not feminine ! 



THE FAKENHAM GHOST. 

Bfoomjield, 



The lawns were dry in Euston Park ; 

(Here truth inspires my tale) 
The lonely footpath, still and dark, 

Led over hill and dale. 

Benighted was an ancient dame. 

And fearful haste she made 
To gain the vale of Fakenham, 

And hail its willow shade. 

Her footsteps knew no idle stops. 

But followed faster still -, 
And echoed to the darksome copse 

Tliat whispefd on the hill ; 

Where clam'rous rooks, yet scarcely hush*d. 

Bespoke a peopled shade j 
And many a wing the foliage brushed. 

And hov'ring circuits made. 
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The dappled herd of grazing deer 
That sought the shades by da^t 

Now started from her path with fear, 
And gave the^ttraofer way. 

Darker it grew — and datker ^ears 

Came o^er her troubled mind ; 
When now» a short quick step she hears 

Come patting close behind. 

She tum*d ; it stopt! nought coukl she see 

Upon the gloomy plain ! 
But as she strove the sprite to flee, 

She heard the same again. 

Now terror seized her quaking frame. 

For, where the path was bare, 
The trotting Ghost kept on the same * 

She muttefd many a prayer. 

Yet once again, amidst her fright, 

She tried what sight could do ; 
When through the cheating glooms of night, 

A MONSTER stood in view. 

Tlegardless of whatever she felt. 

It followed down the plain I 
She own'd her sins, and down she knell^ 

And said her prayers again. 

Then on she sped : and Hope grew strong. 

The white park gate in view ; 
Which pushing hard, so long it swung 

That Ghost and all passed through. 
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Loud fell the gate against the post ! 

Her heart-strings like to crack : 
For much she fear d the grisly ghost 

Would leap upon her back. 

Still on, pat, pat, the goblin went. 

As it had done before :— 
Her strength, and resolution spent. 

She fainted at the door. 

Out came her husband, much surprised ; 

Out came her daughter dear ; 
Good-natured souls ! all unadvised 

Of what they had to fear. 

The candle*s gleam piercM through the night. 

Some short space o'er the green : 
And there the little trotting Sprite 

Distinctly might be seen. 

An Ass's Foal had lost its dam. 

Within the spacious park ; 
And simple as the playful lamb. 

Had followed in the dark. 

No goblin he— no imp of sin, — 

No crimes had ever known ; 
They took the shaggy stranger in. 

And rearM him as their own« 

His little hoofs would rattle round 

Upon the cottage floor ; 
The matron learned to love the sound 

That frightened her before. 
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A Ciyoiirite Ifae Qbort became; 

And Hwas hit &te to thme ; 
And long he liv*d and spread his fame^ 

And kept the joke altf«. 

For many a langfa went thioogh the vale) 

And some conviction too — 
Each thought some other Goblin tale. 

Perhaps, was just as true. 



ODE TO GRIMALDI. 

Odes and Addresses to Gremt Peopk, 



Joseph ! they say thou'st left the stage. 
To toddle down the hill uf life. 

And taste \h&flannelVd ease of age. 
Apart from pantomimic strife — 

Retired — (for Young would call it so 
The world shut out — ^in Pleasant Row ! 

And hast thou really washed at last 
From each while cheek the red half moon ! 

And all thy public clownship cast. 
To play the private Pantaloon ? 

All youth, all ages yet to be. 

Shall have a heavy miss of thee! 

Thou didst not preach to make us wise — 
Thou hadst no finger in our schooling; 

Thou didst not " lure us to the skies** — 
Thy simple, simple trade wasr-Fooling » 
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And yet» heaven knows! we oouki, we cui 
Much ^ better spare a better man T* 

Oh» had it pleased the gout to take 

The reverend Croly from the stage ; 
Or Soothfy, for our quieCs sake^ 

Or Bfr. Fletcher^ Gupid*s sage; 
Or^ damme t namby-pamby Poole^-M 

Or any other clown or fooU 

Qo, Dibdin-— all that bear the name, 

Goy Bye-way Highwayman ! go, go ! 
GOy Skefiy — ^man of painted fame. 

But leave thy partner^ painted Joe ! 
I could bear Kirby on the wane, 
Or Signer Paulo, with a sprain ! 

Had Joseph Wilfired Parkins made 

His gray hairs scarce in private peace- 
Had Waithman sought a rural shade. 

Or Cobbett ta'en a turnpike lease; 
Or Lisle Bowles gone to Balaam Hill, 
I think I couki be cheerfol still I 

Had Medwin left off, to his praise. 

Dead lion kicking, like— a friend U^ 
Had long, long Irving gone his wayab 

To muse on death at Ponder*s End ; 
Or Lady Morgan taken leave 
Of letters, still I might not grieve! 

But Joseph— every body's Joef— 

Is gone, and grieve I will and must ; 
As Hamlet did for Yorick, so 

Will I for thee^ (thou2;h not yet duit) ; 



The kBHog ^nfllllHt ke kid Iteed f 



Ah, vfaae B nofV *j nun^ MM f 
Thy winkiD^ neling. dmmiem efta, 

AsolddtnfiniPoridlHvfrnid; * 

Thj oicn iiioii4» Aot twallowed piei ; 

Thy pockelsgieedy m tty bmmOl 



Ahf where thy Mn» so often cnU*^ 
Thy fimny, flappkig» ilchmg hands ; 

Thy partzidge body, ahvmys stufied 
WiAk waifi, and sttays^ andoontnfaaiids? 

Thy foot— like Bakdey's Foo^e— for why^ 

Twas crften made to wipe an eye. 

Ah, where thy legs ? that witty pair! 

For ** great wits jump,** and so did they; 
Lord, how they leaped in lamplight mr. 

Capered, and bounced, and strode away ; 
That legs should tame the legs— alack ! 
IVe seen spring throc^h an almaiMtck. 

But bounds will have their bound — the shocks 
Of time will cramp the nimblest toes ; 

And those that firisked in silken clocks. 
May look to limp in fleecy hosfr-^ 

One only, (champion of the ring) 

Could ever make his Winter— Spring. 

And gout, that owns no odds between 
The toe of czar and toe of clown. 

Will visit; but I did not mean 
To moialhse, though I am grown 
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Thus sad — thy going ^m*d to beat 
A muffled drvuA for fini^s retreat. 

And may be — 'tis nO time to smother 
A sigh, when two prime wags of London 

Are gone — thou, Josepli, one — ^the other 
A Joe ! sic transit gloria Munden J 

A third departure some itistst on-^ 

Stage apoplexy threatens Liston. 

Nay, then, let sleeping beauty sleep 

With ancient Dozey to the dregs ; 
Let Mother Goose wear mourning deep. 

And put a hatchment o*er her eggs ; 
Let Farley weep, for magic's man 
Is gone — his Christmas Caliban. 

Let Kemble, Forbes, and Willet reign, 
As though they walked behind thy bier j 

For since thou wilt not play again. 
What matters — if in heaven or here. 

Or in thy grave, or in thy bed — 

There's Quick* might just as well be dead ! 

Oh, h<yw will thy departure cloud 

The lamp-light of the little breast ; 
The Christmas child will grieve aloud 

To miss his proudest friend and best. 
Poor urchin ! what avails to him 
The cold New Monthly's ghost of Grimm ? 

For who, like thee, could 6ver stride 
Some dozen paces to the mile — 

• One of the old actora ttUl a performer (but io pcivMe) of Old ^ 
iapid. 

R 2 
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The motley, medley coBch prond^ 

Or, like Joe Frankensteiii, compile 
The vegetable mmn complete— 
The proper CovetU Garden feat. 

Oh, who like fhee could ever drink. 
Or eat, swill, swallow, bolt, and chcto; 

Nod, weep, and hiociq>, sneeze and wink ! 
Thy very yawn was quite a joke ! 

Though Josqph junior acts not ill. 

There's no fool like the old iool stilL 

Joseph, &reweU ! dear funny Joe ! 

We met with mirth — ^we part in pain ! 
For many a long, long year must go. 

Ere fun can see thy like again ; 
For Nature does not keep great stores 
Of perfect clowns, that are not Boors ! 



DRBAMS. 



^Anonymous, 



I DREAMT that at even a white mist arose 

Where the hedge-row brambles twist— 
I thought that my love was a sweet wild rose. 

And I the silv*ry mist ! 
And sweetly I beaded her pale red charms 

With many a diamond speck ; 
And softly I bent up my wafry arms. 

And hung round her beautiful neck. 
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Ome! what a heavenly birth: 

I revelTd all night 

Till the moon came bright^ 
Then sank at her feet down again in the earth. 

I dreamt that my love was a sweet wild pea^ 

All coyer*d with purple bloom. 
And I methought was an amorous bee 

That loy'd the rich perfume. 
Large draughts of nectar I sat to sip 

On a bean-leaf just below — 
I breath*d her breath, and I kist her lip. 

And she was as chaste as snow ! 

me! what a beautiful task t 

For there I lay 
Till eve grew grey, " 
While she in the sun's bright gleam did bask. 

Again — ^I was where the pale moon did line 
The forest with silver bright— 

1 thought that my love was a wild woodbine, 

And I — a zephyr light : 
*« Welcome," said I, ** where the bramble weaves 

^ Around us a guard of thorns ;*' 
And sweetly I tangled myself in her leaves, 

And fann'd her red streaked horns ; 
By the music of which we led 
A gay dance abcnit 
Till old night came out 
To rock us to ^eep in his dusky bed. 



366 wMinva or thb voDiBif foxtb* 

MACBETH TRAV9STIED. 

Rejected Adirmu, 

Enier Maebeth, in a red night-caf. Page foUowimg »ttt a 

toreh. 



GOy boy, and thy good mistress tdl 

(She knows tl^t my purpose is crtiel) 
rd thank her to tingle her belly 

As soon as she's heated my grud* 
G09 get thee to bed and repose^ ' 

To sit up so late is a scandal ; 
But ere you have ta*en off your clothes^ 

Be sure that you put out that candle. 

Ei k\ de rol tol de rol lol. 

My star^ in the air here's a knife! 

Tm sure it cannot be a hum ; 
rii catch at the handle, odds life^ 

And then I shall not cut my thumb* 
Fve got him ! — no, at him again ; 

Ck)me, come, Fm not fond of these jokes; 
This must be some blade of the brain : 

Those witches are given to hoax. 

Pve one in my pocket, I know. 

My wife left on purpose behind her; 
She bought this of Teddy,^high«ho ! 

The poor Caledonian grinder. 
I see them again ! o*er thy middle 

Large drops of red blood now are spiird ; 
Just as much as to say, diddle, diddle. 

Good Duncan, pray come and be kiird. 
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It leads to his chamber, I swear ; 

I tremble and quake every joint; 
No dog at the scent of a hare» 

Ever yet made a cleverer point 
Ah» no ! 'twas a dagger of straw, — 

Giv6 mt blinkers to sav^ me from starting ; 
The knife that I thought that I saw. 

Was nought but my eye Betty Martin. 

Now o*6r this terrestrial line, 

A life paralytic is spread ; 
For while the one half is alive^ 

The other is sleepy and dead* 
King Duncan, in grand majesty^ 

Has got my state bed for a snooze ^ 
Fve lent him my slippers, so I 

May certainly stand in his shoes. 

Blow softly, ye murmuring gales^ 

Te feet rouse no echo in walking ; 
For though a dead man tell no tales. 

Dead walls are much given to talking. 
This knife shall be in at the death,-^ 

ril stick him, then offsa&ly get; 
Cries the world this could not be Macbefli, 

For heM ne*er stick at any thing yet* 

Hark, hark, *tis the signal, by goles, 

It sounds like a funeral knell j 
O hear it not,, DuQcan^ it tolls 

To call thee to heaven or hdl. 
Or if you to heaven wont fly. 

But rather prefer Pluto's ether, 
Only wait a few years till I die^ 

*And we'll go to the devil togeth^. 
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CX>UNTRT DANCE AKD QUADRIUB. 

Moore. 



Onb nigbt the nympb, celled Country Dance— 
Whom folksy of late^ have used so ill. 

Preferring a coquette fiom France^ 
A thing, Mmtaelle Quadrille— 

Bnving been chas*d from London down 
To that last, humblest haunt of all. 

She us*d to grace— a Country Town — 
Went smiling to the New Year*s BalL 

** Here, here, at least,*' she cried, '< though driven 
From London's gay and shining tracks— 

Though, like a Peri cast from heaven, 
I've lost, for ever lost Almack*s — 

** Though not a London Miss alive. 
Would now for her acquaintance own me ; 

And spinsters, e*en, of forty-five. 
Upon their honours ne*er have known me* 

** Here, here, at least, I triumph still, 
And— spite of some few dandy Lancers, 

Who vainly try to preach Quadrille — 
See nought but true blue Country-dancers. 
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* Here still. I reign, and, fre^ in charms, 

My throne, like Magna Charta, raise 
*Mong sturdy, free-bom legs and arms. 

That scorn the threatened chaine AnglaiteJ*^ 

Twas thus, she said, as 'mid the din 

Of footmen, and the town sedan. 
She lighted at the King^s Head Inn, 

And up the stairs triumphant ran. 

The Squires and their Squiresses all. 

With young Squirinas, just come out. 
And my Lord's daughters from the hall, 

(Quadrillers, in their hearts, no doubt). 

Already, as she tripp*d up stairs. 
She in the cloak-room saw assembling— 

When, hark ! some new, outlandish airs. 
From the first fiddle, set her trembling. 

She stops— she listens— c^rn it be ? 

Alas, in rain her ears would 'scape it- 
It is " Di tanti palpiti," 

As plain as English bow can scrape it. 

*< Courage!" however, — ^in she goes. 
With her best, sweeping country grace ; 

When, ah, too tnie, her worst of foes. 
Quadrille, there meets her, fece to.&ce. 

Oh for the lyre, or violin. 

Or kit of that gay Muse, Terpsichore, 
To sing the rage these nymphs were in. 

Their looks and language, aiis aad trickery. ^ 
• R 3 
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Tbeie stood Qundnll^ with otl4i)i« fiic«» 

(The beau ideal of Fiench bttoty), 
A band-box thing* all art and lace 
Down fxom her BOM*lip to her ahoertie. 

Her flounces, fresh fiom VietofiQeny- 
From Hippolyte» her louge and htifi— 

Her poetry, from Lamartine^- 
Her morals fomi-ithe )iOid knows whev^ 

Andy when she danc*dr--80 sUdingly, 
So near the ground she plied her art» 

You*d swear her mother^earth and she 
Had made a compact ne*er to part. 

Her face the while, too, prim, sedate. 
No signs of life or motion showing. 

Like a bright pendule's dial plate-r-r 
So still, you'd hardly think 'twas going. 

Full fronting her stood Ck>untry Dance^- 
A fresh frank nymph, whom you would know 

For English, at a single glance?^ 
English all o*er, from top to toe. 

A little gauche^ *tis fair to own. 
And rather ^▼*n to skips and bounoes ; 

Endangering tlievehy many a gown. 
And playing, oft, the deVl with flouacea. 

Unlike MamteUe — who would pfef<^ 

(As morally a lesser ill) 
A thousand flawa of charaetei^ 

To one vile lumple oCa frill 
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No rouge did «he of Albion wear ) 

Let her but nm that two-heat race 
She calls a Set — not pian e*er 

Came rosier from the woodland chace. 

Such was the nymph, whose soul had in*t 

Such anger now — ^whose eyes of blue * 
(Eyes Of that bright, yictorious tint. 

Which English mai(h caU «< ff^aterloo^'}^ 

Like summer lightnings, in the dusk 

Of a warm evening, flashing broken 
While— to the tune of ** Money Musk,"* T 

Which struck up now-^-«he proudly spoke. 

^* Heard you that strain— that joyous strain ? 

*Twas such as &igland loved to hear. 
Ere thou, and all thy frippery train. 

Corrupted both her foot and ear— * 

** Ere Waltz, that rake from foreign lands, 

PresumM, in sight of all beholders^ 
To lay his rude, licentious hands 

On virtuous English backs and shoulders — 

** Ere times and morals both grew bad. 
And, yet unpawn^ from bankers* dockets* 

Happy John Bull not only had. 
But danc'd to, * Money in both pockets,* 

•* Alas, the change!— oh— . 

Where is the land could ^scape <£aa8ters, 
Where such a Foreign Secretary, 

Aided by Foreign Dancing-masten? 

* An ol4 English Coaatry Daace. 
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•* Woe to ye» men of ilupe and ibop% 
Rulers ci day-boolu and of waveit 

QuadriU*d, on one ude» into fopt* 
And drilled, on Mother, into tUve* ! 

^ Ye, too, ye lovely victima^ leen. 
Like pigeoDSy trass^d for ezhibitioB, 

With dbows, a la erapaudine. 

And feet» in— ^God knows what position* 

«< Hemmed in by watchful chaperons. 
Inspectors of your airs and graces* 

Who intercept sdl whispered tones. 
And read your tel^raphic i^u^es. 

** Unable with the youth adored. 
In that grim cordon of Mammastr 

To interchange one tender word,' 
Though whispered but in queue'de'chats, 

** Ah did you know how blest we rangM, 
Ere yUe Quadrille usurp'd the fiddle — 

What looks in setting were exchaDg^d, 
What tender words in down the middle ! 

^ How many a couple^ like the wind» 
Which nothing in its course controuls. 

Left time and chaperons far behind. 
And gave a loose to legs and souls. 

•* How matrimony throve—ere stopped 
By this cold, silent, foot-coquetting — 

How charmingly one*s partner popped 
Th* important question in pou^tteing. 
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^ While now, das,— >do sly advances — 

No marriage hints — all goes on badly— 
Twixt Parson Malthus and FVench Dancers, 

We, girls, are at a discount sadly. 

^ Sir William Scott (now Baron Stowell) 

Declares not half so much is made 
By Licences— and he must know well — 

Since vile Quadrilling spoiled the trade.** 

r 

She ceas'd-i— tears fell from every. Miss-^ 

* She now had touched the true pathetic :«<— 
One such authentic fact as this 
Is worth whole volumes theoretic 

Instant the cry was ** Country Dance !" 
And the maid saw» with brightening face. 

The Steward of the night advance. 
And lead her to her birth-dght place. 

The fiddles, which awhile had ceased. 

Now tun*d again their summons sweet, 
And, for one happy night, at least. 

Old England's triumph was complete. 



RABELAIS AND THE LAMPREY9. 

Anonymous, 



When the eccentric Rabelais was physician 
To Cardinal Lorraine, he sat at dinner 
Beside that gormandizing sinner, 
Not like the medical magician 
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Who irfaidc*d Irom Suidio Fumif^ ftuiees 
The evaneicent meats and aaooei^ 
But to pffdeot his sacred masler 

Against such diet as obetmcls 
The action of the epigastre, 

O*erloads the hiliary ducts. 
The peristaltic motion crosses. 
And puzzles the digesthe procesSi 

The Cardinal, one hungr^ay. 
First having with his eyes cons 
Some lampreys that hefore him fomed, 
Had plunged his fork into the prey. 
When Rabelais grayely shook his head. 
Tapped on his plate three times, and said 

<< Pah !— hard digestion I hard digestion P* 
And his bile-dreading Eminence, 
Though sorely tempted, had the sense 
To send it off without a question. 

" Hip I hallo ! bring the lampreys here !" 

Cried Rabelais, as the dish he snatch*d ; 
And gobbling up the dainty cheer. 

The whole was instantly dispatched. 
Reddened with vain attempts at stifling 

At once his wrath and appetite^ 
His Patron cried — *• Your conduct^s rude j 
This is no subject. Sir, for trifling. 
How dare you designate this fixxi 
As indigestible and crude. 

Then swallow it before my sight ?" 

Quotii Rabelais, ** It may soon be shewn 

That I don*t merit this rebuff: 
I tapp'd the plate, and that, you'U ownr 

Is indigestible enough ; 
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But as to this unlucky fiib. 

With you so straug^y out of favour. 
Not only *tis a wholesome dish. 

But one of siost ddidous flavour.*' 



THE PIRATE J 

TBB BALLAD ON WHICH THE POBM Of TUB CORf^Ili IS 

FOUNDED. 

Anonymous, 



A Pirate once liv*d on an Isle, 
And he fed upon cabbage and water, 

A grim devil, that never could smile, 

, But when up to his elbow in slaughter ; 

He had a feir wife whom he lov'd. 
And she lov'd him too, which was stranger. 

But the devil a bit was he movM, 
By her fondling to keep out of danger. 

One night with his cut-throats he sails, 

To terror and pity quite callous. 
To surprise a Bashaw with three tails. 

And set .fire to his fleet and his palace : 
But while they were fighting and burning. 

They heard women squeak in the harem«» 
A booty they thought it worth earnings— - 

So away from the bonfire they bore *em. 

Says the Ba$haw, the gudgeons are caught, 
Now, my lads, fall to cutting and thrusting. 

So his men faced about and tiiey fough^ 
And soon g«^ve the zogutt a good dusting ; 
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The men were all slain— but the Chief 
Being ta^en, they detennined to spit him, - 

So they plastered the wounds of this thie( 
Till they found out a stake that would fit him. 

Says he» ^^ "Hs a bore, but the game . 

For very high stakes we were playing^ 
Had I conquered Td serve him the same^ 

So ril not fall to sniveling and praying ;^* 
To the prison a fair lady came 

To see this heroic Commauder, 
Says she, ** Tra the Bashaw*s chief Dame, 

Whom you savM like a brave salamander. 

*' My husband's a jealous old dog. 

Should like to be wife to a Pirate ; 
Come kill him, and off let us jog,*' — 

Says he, ** Ma'am, I don't much admire it, 
A knife I canH handle, and you — 

1 can't take you off— IVe a wife. 
And rd rather be skewered through and through. 

Than breed such a terrible strife." 

Says she, " then Til do it — ne'er mind," 

And was off like a charger to battlf. 
While he followed softly behind, 

For fear that his darbies* should rattle ; 
As merry was she as a grig. 

When she'd finished the murder so horrid. 
But the Pirate star'd like a stuck pig. 

When he saw the blood smear'd on her forehead* 

She endeavoured (o smirk and to smile. 
But the Pirate, all sullen and musing, 

; ^ * Fetters.— Vide Giose'a Slang Diet . 
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Sat gruff as a bear all the while. 

The lady's endearments refusing I. - 
Ye wives, when your husbands you kill. 

Wash off the appearance of evil. 
Since the stain of the blood that ye spil]. 

With horror could strike such a devil. 

Returning, he found that lus wife. 

Believing him certainly spitted. 
For grief had departed this life. 

So the island for ever he quitted. — 
Wherever he's gone^ he^s fair game, 

Tis a pity the world should*nt know it ; 
Some say, that to England he came^ 

And set up for a Lord and a Poet 



THE PIG. 



Jacob ! I do not love to see thy nose 
Turned up in scornful curve at yonder Pig. 
It would be well, my friend, if we^ like him. 
Were perfect in our nature ! Why dislike 
The sow-bom grunter? — ^he is obstinate. 
Thou answerest; ugly, and the filthiest beast 
That banquets upon ofial. Now, I pray you, 
Hear the Pig^s Counsel. 

He is obstinate ! 
We must not, Jacob, be deceived with words. 
By sophist sounds* A democratic beast. 
He knows that his uniBerciful drivers seek . 



Souihey. 
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Their profit and not hit. He hath not karaed 
ThalBgs were made for man, bom to be biawned 
And baconized ; and be Brast pleaae to give 
JoBt what his gradoot maeters pleaie to take, 
Periiapa his tinkib the weapons nature gave t 

For sdf-defenoe^ the general priidiege. 
' Perfaapsy— hark Jacob ! dost thou hear that horn f 
Woe to the young posterity ai pork f 
Their enemy is at hand* 

Again, Thoo say^it 
The Pig is ugly. Jacob, look at him ! 
Those eyes have taught the lover flattery. 
His &ce^— nay» Jacobs Jaeob ! were it ftdr 
To judge a lady in her dishabille^ 
Fancy it dressed, and with saltpetre rouged ! 
Bdiold his tally my friend, with curls like that 
The wanton hop marries her stately spouse ; 
So crisp in beauty, Amoretta^s hair 
Rings round her lover*s soul the chains of love. 
And what is beauty, but the aptitude 
Of parts harmonious? Give thy faucy scope^ 
And thou wilt find that no imagined change 
Can beautify this beast. Hace at his end 
The starry glories of the Peacock's pride ; 
Give him the Swan's white breast; for his horn hoofi^ 
Shape such a foot and ankle as the waves 
Crowded in eager rivalry to kiss. 
When Venus finom the enamoured sea arose ^^m 
Jacob, thou canst but make a monster of him : 
All alteration man could think, would mar 
His Pig-perfection. 

The last charge^r**he lives 
A durty life. Here I oould shelter him 
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And show, by saAotion of authonty^ 
That *tis a very honourable tbipg 
To thrive by dirty ways. Bat let us lest 
On better ground, the unanswerable defence* 
The Pig is a philosopher, who Jcnows 
No prejudice. Dirt ! Jacob, what is dirt ? 
If matter, why the delicate dish that tempts 
An o*ergorged Epicure* to the last morsel 
That stuffs him to the throat-gates, is no more. 
If matter be: not, but as Sages 8ay» 
SjHrit is all, and al^. things visible 
Are one, though i^finit^y modified* 
Think, Jacobs what that Pig is, and the mire 
Wheiein he stands knee«deep t 

And then! thatbieeze 
Pleads with me, and has won thee tQ the smile 
That speaks conviction* O'er yon blosscmied field 
Of beans it came, and thoughts of bacon nse* 



THE GAME OF LIFE. 



Anonftnuius, 



The life oi man is but a game 
However we may change the name; 
What cutting out^ and cutting in^ 
What fears to lose, what hopes to win ; 
Sht0ing9 and sorting, and concealing. 
With double f/ameSf and much mitdetJing* 
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Finty tin to higher ^siiief he Boanp 
We find him playing at ^llfBurs; 
Anzioas to gain his little stake, 
A cattle^ sqgar-phim, or oahe ; 
And long before his boyish head 
Hat done with put the fool to hoi, 

Tooth^s season soon the table changes. 
In hi^ier circles then he ranges ; 
« W]& TBrioas partners prone to mix. 
And try who plays the best odd trioki : 
And many a point, if right I ken. 
Is deeply ieor'*d against him then. 

Tears of discretion bring him soon 
To that bewitching game vingt-uH^ 
Where many a precious hour is spsat 
In rashly tri^ng with content ; 
Doomed still to find ill fortune such«> 
A card too little or too much. 

At thirty years, perhaps, he tries 
To gain a matrimonial prizes 
Then *tis Cassino to a tittle- 
First comes ffreat Cass, and then comes Uttle, 

At sixty-five, alas ! we see 
His match is with infirmity ; 
Though great the odds, yet down they set. 
And his last game we*ll call piquet ; 
Point qidnt guatorze against him turn. 
His run of luck *tis vain to mourn ; 
He yields to what appears allotted, 
Piqued and repiqued, at length capotted: 
His cards thrown up^-by time outscor*d. 
Death rushes in, and sweeps the board. 
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THE STRANGBR TRAVESTIED. 

B^cted Addresses. 



Who has e^er been at Drury must needs know the Strangery 

A wailing old Methodist, gloomy and wan, 

A husband suspicious, his wife acted Ranger, 

She took to her heels, and left poor Hjrpocon, 

Her martial gallant swore that truth was a libel. 

That marriage was thraldom, elopement no sin ; 

Quoth she, 111 remember the words of my Bible, 

My spouse is a stranger, and Til take him in. 

With my sentimentalibus, lachrymse roar'em. 
And pathos and bathos delightftd to see ; 
And chop and change ribs a-la>mode Germanorum, 
And high diddle^ ho diddle^ pop tweedle dee* 

To keep up her dignity no longer rich enough. 

Where was her plate? why ^was laid on the she1£ 

Her land fuller's earth, and her great riches kitchen-stuff. 

Dressing the dinner instead of herself. 

No longer permitted in diamonds to sparkle. 

Now plain Mrs. Haller, of servants the dread. 

With a heart full of grief and a pen full of chaiooal. 

She lighted the company up to their bed. 

IncensM at her flight her poor Hubby in dudgeon, 
RoamM after his rib in a gig and a pout ; 
Till tirM with his journey, the peevish curmudgeon 
Sat down and Uubbo'd just like a church ^pout 



3S2 MBMMnmow 

One day on a bendi as dejected and sad he laid. 
Hearing a sqaa»h, he cried. Damn it, wbat^s that f 
*Twas a child of the Coonfs, in whose sendee liv'd Adelaide, 
Soas*d in the river and aqoall^d like a cat. 

HairiBic drawn his yoong Excellence op to the bank, it 
Appeared that himself was all dripping, I swear. 
No wonder he soon became dry as a blanket, 
£zpos*d as he was to the Coonfs son and heir, « 

Dear Sir, qixylh the Connt^ in reward of yoor valoar» 
To shew that my gratitode is not mere talk. 
You flhaU eat a beef^steak, which my cook, Mrs. Haller, 
Cot fiK>m the romp with her own knife and fork* 

Behold, now to Coont gave the stranger a dinner. 
With gunpowder tea, which you know brings a ball. 
And thin as be was, that he might not grow thinner. 
He made of the Stranger no stranger at all ; 
At dinner fair Adelaide brought up a chicken, 
A bird that she never had met with before. 
But seeing him, screamed, and was carried off kicking. 
And be bang*d his nob 'gainst the opposite door. 

To finish my tale without roundaboutation, 
"foung master and missee besieged their papa ; 
They sung a quartetto in grand blubberation; 
The Stranger cried Oh ! Mrs. Haller cried Ah! 
Tho* pathos and sentiment largely are dealt in, 
I have no good moral to give in exchange. 
For tho' she, as a cook, might be given to melting, 
The Stranger's behaviour was certainly strange, 
. With his sentimentalibus lachrymse roar'em. 
And pathos aud bathos delightful to see. 
And chop and change ribs a-la-mode Oermanommy 
And high diddle, ho diddle, pop twcedle dee. 
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OY0TBRS IN BATTEB. 

^nonytMoui. 



Tbb man tbat^s mounted on the fleetest steed 
Will always leave his comrades in the rear ; 

Whatever way he bid his horse proceed. 
Still he is foremost on his proud career. 

Up hill, or down hill, north, south, east, or west. 

The noblest beast surpasses still the rest. 

There's nothing, therefore, strange in the belief. 
That he who shews a genius in his trade. 

Be it a cobbler, ploughboy, tinker, chief. 
Whether he hold a sword, or pen, or blade. 

Would still preserve his genius and would shew it. 

Should he become a Bishop, King, or Poet^ 

Thus Pope, whose muse could bid the passions yield, ' 
Exciting fiery rage, or melting sorrow. 

If fate had doomed him to the tented field. 
Had rivalled the exploits of a Suwarrow ; 

And had Suwarrow been decreed to rhyme, 

Still had he shined the hero of his time. 

Thus, Fontenelle, the celebrated wit. 

Was equally renowned for gormandizing : 

With judgment wise, he knew to stop the spit ; 
His culinary wisdom was surprising, 

And, of all dainty dishes, this Apicius 

Thought ** Oysters fried in batter'' most delicious. 
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Om dty lui devest fiiend to dinner camew 

Wben be mtended on this duh to dine ; 
^ Whttl fried im, hmtttrr* cxied hu gnert— ^ lor sbnne! 

** Pkmy bate ikuemfiiedim m1— That wi^LtiiejYe fine.*" 
Widi bmy bent bis ocden F. coneds. 
And bids cook dress tiiem as bis fiiend dareds. 

Wbik be was g^one, Deatb 1^ an inclination 
Tbe gnest ihonld dime witb him tbat very day ; . 

An apoplexy bore bis invitatioa, 
Wbicb was accepted without more delay ; 

And Fontendle, on opening the door, 

Bdiolds bis friend extended on tbe floor* 

His horror and sorprise, what tongue can tdlf 
•* Great God**— he cried— <« thy will most be aOow^dr 

SOt having wrung his hands, he rang the bell, 
Andy flying to the stairs, he bawls alood— 

** Hip» halloo. Cook! Cook ! Cook ^-^^ Wdl, what's the 
matter r* 

** My friend is dead, so fry them now in batter!'* 



HUMOROUS AND AMUSIKG PIBCBS. 385 



ELEGY ON THE ABROGATION OF THE BIRTH- 
NIGHT BALL, AND CONSEQUENT FINAL SUB- 
VERSION OF THE MINUET. 

BT A BEAD OF THB LAST CENTURY. 

Anontfmous* 



'0- 



Now cease the exulting strain ! 
And bid the warbling lyre complain : 
Heave the soft sigh, and drop the tuneful tear. 
And mingle notes far other than of mirthy 
ETen with the song that greets the new-bom year. 
Or hails the day that gave a monarch birth. 
That self-same sun, whose chariot wheels have roll'd 
Through many a circling year, with glorious toil. 
Up to the axles in refulgent gold. 
And gems, and silk, and crape, and flower, and foil ; 
That self-same sun no longer dares 
Bequeath his honours to his heirs, 
And bid the dancing hours supply. 
As erst, with kindred pomp, his absence from the sky. 

For, ever at his lordly call. 

Uprose the spangled night f 
Leading, in gorgeous splendour bright. 

The minuet and the ball. 
And balls each frolic hour may bring, 
That revels through the maddening spring, 
Shaking with hurried step the painted floor. 

But minuets are no more! 
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No more the well-taught feet shall tread 
The 6gure of the mazy zed. 
The beau of other times shall moum 
As gone, and never tn return. 
The graceful bow, the curt?ey low. 
The floating forms, that andulatiog glide 
(Like anchored vessels on the swelling tide) 
That rise and sink, alternate, as they gc. 
Now bent the knee, now lifted on the toe ^ 
The sidelong step that works its even way ; 
The slow pas-grave, and slower balance. 
Still with fixed gaze he eyes the imagin'd fair. 
And turns the corner with an easy air. 
Not so his partner — ^from her ^tangled train. 
To free her captive foot she strives in vain : 
Her 'tangled train the struggling captive holds 
(Like great Atrides) in its fatal folds : 
The laws of gallantry his aid demand. 
The laws of etiquette withhold his hand : 
Such pains, such pleasures, now alike are o'er, 
And beaux and etiquette shall soon exist no mure. 
In their stead, behold advanciog, 
Modem men and women dancing ! 
Step and dress alike express, 
Above, below, from head to toe, 
Male and female awkwardness ! 
Without a hoop, without a ruffle. 
One eternal jig and shuffle j 
Where's the air, and whereas the gait ? 
Where's the feather in the hat? 
W here's the frizz'd toupee, and where. 
Oh, Where's the powder for their hair? 
Where are all their former graces ? 
And where three quarters of their (aces? 
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With half the forehead lost, and half the chin. 
We know not where they end, or where begin. 

Mark the pair whom favouring fortune 

At the envy'd top shall place-^ 
Humbly they the rest importune. 

To vouchsafe a little space. 

Not the graceful arm to wave in, 

Or the silken robe expand ; 
All superfluous action saving. 

Idly drops the lifeless hand. 

Her downcast eye, the modest beauty 

Sends, as doubtful of their skill. 
To see if feet perform their duty, 

And their endless task fulfil 5 
Footing, footing, footing, footing. 
Footing, footing, footing still. 

While the rest, in hedge-row state. 

All insensible to sound. 
With more than human patience wait. 

Like trees fast rooted in the ground: 

Not such as once, with sprightly motion* 
To distant music stirred their stumps. 

And tript, from Pelion to the ocean. 
Performing avenues and clumps ^ 

What time old Jason's ship, the Argo, 

Orpheus fiddling at the helm, 
From Colchis bore her golden cargo. 

Dancing o'er the azure main. 
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But why recur to aacient story. 

Or ball of modem date ? 
fie mine to trace the minuefs fate. 

And weep its fidloi glory : 

To ask who raog the parting knell ? 
If Vestris came the solemn dirge to hear? 
Genius of Valotty, didst thou hover near ? 
Shade of Lepicq I and spirit of Qondel ! 

I saw their angry forms arise. 

Where wreaths of smoke involve the skies^ 

Above Sl James's steeple : 
I heard them cmrse our heavy heel, 
The Irish step, the Highland reel. 

And all the united people. 
To the dense air, the curse, adhesive clung. 
Repeated since by many a modish tongue. 
In words that may be said, but never shall be sung.* 

What cause untimely ui^ed the niinuet^s fate ? 
Did war subvert the manners of the state ? 
Did savage nations give the barbarous law. 
The Gaul Cisalpine, or the Gonoquaw ? 
Its fall was destined to a peaceful land, 
A sportive pencil, and a courtly hand ; 
They left a name, that time itself might spare. 
To grinding organs and the dancing bear. 

On Avon's banks,, where sport and laugh 
Careless pleasure's sons and datjghters. 

Where health the sick and aged quaff. 
From good king Bladud's healing waters; 

• " Go to the d— 1 and shake yourself,"— the name of a favomite country 
dance. ' 
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While Genius sketched, and Humour grouped, 

Then it sickened, then it drooped ; 
Saddened with laughter, wasted with a sneer. 
And the long minuet shortened its career. 
With cadence slow, and solemn pace, 
Th' indignant mourner quits the place, 
For ever quits — no more to roam 
From proud Augusta's regal dome. 
Ah ! not unhappy who securely rest 
Within the sacred precincts of a court; 
Who then their timid steps shall dare arrest ? 
White wands shall guide them and gold sticks support. 

In vain — these eyes, with tears of horror wet. 
Read its death-warrant in the Court Gazette. 
** No ball to-night," Lord Chamberlain proclaims, 
*' No ball to-night sliall grace thy roof, St. James !" 
" No ball!" the Globe, the Sun, the Stars repeat. 
The morning paper, and the evening sheet : 
Through all the land the tragic news has spread. 
And all the land has mourn'd the minuet dead. 
So power completes, but satire sketched the plan, 
And Cecil ends what Bunbury began. 
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ADDRESS TO THE ALPHABET. 

Aiionymoui. 



I WONDER, O Alpliabet, what coiild have beea 

The fate of this world as we mortals pass through, 
And what would have cheered, and wluit sadden'd the scene. 

Had not Cadmus, or somebody else, thought of you ? 
As matters now stand, or in sorrow or joy. 

Almost all that affects, those who read must agree. 
The news that delights, the commands that employ^ 

We gain at thy hands, potent, famed A B C. 

ABC, mind, I take as the name of the firm. 

You're entitled to claim, or to sue or be sued. 
Initials that now form a popular term. 

With Alphabet mostly synonymous view'd. 
Had you not been fashioned our planet to glad. 

What different amusements, and studies, and ways. 
Must needs have been sought, if we could not have had 

Novels, histories, newspapers, poems, and plays. 

They little foresaw, who first call'd for your use. 

The part you would have to perform in late times ; 
The odd combinations that scribes would produce, 

By their labours in prose, or their frolics in rhymes ; 
If the nonsense which you have on all countries hurl'd 

Had never been written — of course never read — 
Had so much of folly been spared to the world. 

Or would it have burst forth in actions instead ? 
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The mischief you Ve done, as I cannot now write, 

Of folio volumes, a thousand or two, 
I will not approach at this time of the night. 

For the terrible task I should never get tbroi^h ; 
But just in a general way I may hint. 

Though Liberty's interests by you may prevail. 
Your agency giving opinions to print. 

Has doomed many hundreds to languish in gaol. 

How the savage must stare, in the world's ruder state. 

At the part play'd by you, when he suddenly found. 
While conference joining, or eager debate, 

Twas your's to arrest, and to shape reduce sound. 
To be carried o'er oceans ! It scarcely could seem. 

Had thunder acknowledg'd a mortal command. 
More strange,— or had lightning submitted its gleam 

To be carried away in the pocket or hand. 

How mighty the change, could you now be withdrawn ! 

Full many a ranting M,P. would not spout. 
If no journal could issue the following dawn. 

To tell all the world what he spouted about. 
Poets, printers, and critics, and playwrights must go. 

With library-keepers, and booksellers gay. 
While patriots and loyal petitioners low. 

Would be laid, in a moment, if you were away. 

Were this beneficial ? — Hang me, if I know! 

Much wisdom you furnish ; but, 'twixt you and me, 
You give too of folly so boundless a flow, 

That, seeking the former, we're wholly at sea; 
And falsehood so soberly imitates truth. 

As nonsense will, frequently, clearness of head. 
That, seeking for knowledge, too credulous youth 

Become worse than ignorant, being misled. 
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What your true Talue, then, I am pusded to tell ; 

Or whether moft good or most harm you have done ; 
Andy bemg aDcertain, perhaps *tis as wdl 

To finish my manngs just where they beguD. 
But, dear ABC, think not hoitile my lay ; 

In ipite of miagiTingiiy attached to you still, 
A sword of defence I would not throw away. 

Because an assassin may use it to kill. 

Takings, or the Life uj a Coilttjian, 



THE F\D. 
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